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UNIVERSITIES FOR MEN 


University of Detroit, Detroit, Mich. 
University of Dayton, Dayton, Ohio 
Catholic University of America, Washington, D.C. 


COLLEGES FOR MEN 


Loyola University, New Orleans, La. 

Mt. St. Mary’s College & Eccl. Sem., Emmitsburg, Ma. 
Holy Cross College, Worcester, Mass. 

Seton Hall College, South Orange, N. J. 

Niagara University, College & Eccl. Sem., Niagara Falls, N. Y. 


COLLEGES FOR WOMEN 
College of Notre Dame, Belmont, Calif. 
Loretto Heights College, Loretto, Cole, 
Trinity College, Washington, D. C. 
St. Xavier College, 4928 Xavier Pk., Chicago, Ill. 
College of St. Francis for Young Women, 303 Taylor St., Joliet, Ul. 
Barat College & Academy of Sacred Heart, Lake Forest, Ill. 
Rosary College, River Forest, Illinois, 
College of Notre Dame of Maryland, Baltimore, Md. 
St. Joseph’s College, Emmitsburg, Md. 
College of St. Teresa, Winona, Minn. 
Maryville College, Meramec St. & Nebraska Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 
College & Academy of St. Elizabeth, Convent Sta.. N. J. 
Georgian Court College, Lakewood, N. J. 
The College of St. Rose, Albany, N. Y. 
College of New Rochelle, New Rochelle, N. Y. 
College of Mt. St. Vincent-on-Hudson, N. Y. C. 
Pius X School of Liturgical Music,College of the Sacred Heart, 

133rd St. & Convent Ave., N. Y. C. 

Marymount College & School, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Y. 
College and Academy of Our Lady of Good Counsel, White Plains, N.Y. 
College Misericordia, Dallas, Pa. 
Seton Hill College, Greensburg, Pa. 
Rosemont College, Rosemont, Pa. 


PREPARATORY SCHOOLS FOR BOYS 


St. Clement’s School for Boys, Canton, Mass. 

The Newman School, Lakewood, N. J. 

Salesian Institute, Boarding School,New Rochelle, N. Y. 

Mount St. Michael’s,4300 Murdock Ave., New York, N. Y, 
Mount Assumption Institute, Boarding School, Plattsburg, N. Y. 
LaSalle Military Academy, Oakdale, L. I., N. Y. 

Malvern Prep School, Malvern, Pa. 

St. Aloysius Academy for Boys, West Chester, Pa. 

Mt. Sacred Heart Boarding School, Blanco Rd., San Antonio, Texas 


CAMPS 


Camp Marist, Marist College, Atlanta, Ga. 
Vénard Camp, Maryknoll Preparatory College, Clarks Summit, Pa. 

















ACADEMIES FOR GIRLS 


Academy of Our Lady of Mercy, Milford, Cona. 
Convent of the Sacred Heart, Mento Park, Callf. 


Junior College and Academy of the Immaculate Conception, 
Oldenburg, Indiana 


St. Catherine’s Academy, Springfield, Ky. 

Notre Dame of Maryland High School, Baltimore. Md. 

Marycliff Academy, Arlington Heights, Mass. 

Mt. St. Joseph Academy, Brighton, Mass. 

Academy’ of the Sacred Heart, Fall River,-Mass. 

Resary Academy, Watertown, Mass. 

St. Joseph’s Academy, Fontbonne College, St Louls, Mo. 

Academy of Sacred Heart, Taylor and Maryland Aves., St. Louis.Mo. 
Academy of the Visitation, 5448 Cabanne Ave., St. Louls, Mo. 
Mt. St. Mary, Hookset Heights, N. H. 

Holy Angels Institute, Fort Lee, N- J- 

Saint Vincent Academy, 226 W. Market St. Newark, N. J. 

Oak Knoll School of the Holy Child, Summit.N. J. 

Academy of St. Joseph, Brentwood, N. Y. 

St. Clare’s School, Hastings-on-Hudson, Mount Hope, N. Y- 
Ladycliff-on-Hudson, Highland Falls, N. Y. 

Convent of the Sacred Heart, 1511 University Ave., N. Y. C. 
Academy of the Holy Child Jesus, 630 Riverside Drive, N. Y.C. 
Ursuline Academy, Grand Concourse and East 16Sth St., N. Y. C. 
Our Lady of the Star Boarding School, Saratoga Springs, N. Y. 
Academy of The Holy Child, Suffern, N. Y- 

Srs. of St. Francis, St. Anthony Convent & Novitiate, Syracuse, N. Y. 
Our Lady of Mercy Academy, Syosset, Long Island, N. Y. 

Mater Misericordiae Academy, Merion (Phila.) Pa. 

Academy of the Holy Child Jesus, Sharon Hill, Pa. 

Mt. de Chantal Academy, Wheeli W. Va. 

St. Mary’s Springs Academy, Fond du Lac, Wis. 

Villa Maria Convent, Montreal, Quebec, Canada 








BUSINESS COLLEGES AND SCHOOLS 


Assisium Business Institute (Girls), 13-17 W. 128th St., N. Y. C. 


SCHOOLS OF NURSING 


Georgetown University Hospital, School of Nursing, Washington, D. C. 
St. Elizabeth School of Nursing,4300 N- ClaremontAve-> Chicago, Ill. 
School of Nursing Education, St. John’s Hospital, Springfield, Il. 

Sr. Superior--St..Elizabeth Hospital,21st & Eastern Ave.,Covington, Ky. 
St. Joseph’s Hospital Training School, Mt. Clemens, Mich. 

St. Camillus School of Training, 328 Portage St., Kalamazoo, Mich. 
St. Tohn’s Hospital Training School, St. Louis, Mo. 

St. Francis Hospital, School of Nursing, Pittsburgh, Pa.; 

Santa Rosa Infirmary, School of Nursing, San Antonio, Texas 
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bine paper is the organ of the 
Society at home and abroad. It 
is issued monthly except in the sum- 
mer when a special enlarged July- 
August number is published. 

Subscription rates: one dollar 
($1.00) a year; five dollars 
($5.00) for six years; fifty dol- 
lars ($50.00) for life. 





Entered at Post Office, Maryknoll, N. Y. 
as Seconp Crass Matter. 


Acceptance for mailing at special rate of 
postage provided for in section 1103, Act 
of Oct. 3, 1917; authorized Nov. 21, 1921. 





Make checks and money orders payable to 
The Maryknoll Fathers, Maryknoll, N. Y. 


For further information address: 
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Established by action of the 
United States Hierarchy, April 27, 
1911. 


Authorized by His Holiness Pius 
X, at Rome, June 29, 1911. Final 
Approval by Pope Pius XI, May 7, 
1930. 


‘“‘Maryknoll”’, in honor of the 
Queen of Apostles, has become the 
popular designation of the Society. 


_Object—to train Catholic mis- 
sioners for the heathen, with the 
ultimate aim to develop a native 
clergy in lands now pagan. 
Priests, students, and Auxiliary 
Brothers compose the Society. 
Auxiliary Brothers participate as 
teachers, trained nurses, office as- 
sistants, and skilled workmen. 





IN THE UNITED STATES 


Central Administration and 
Seminary are at Ossining (Mary- 
knoll P. O.), New York, about 
thirty miles north of the metropolis. 
Students in the seminary make the 
usual six-year course in Philosophy 
and Theology. 


Maryknoll Preparatory Col- 
leges—These are at Clarks Summit, 
Pa.; Cincinnati, O.; and Los Al- 
tos, Calif. They admit to a six-year 
classical course youths who are 
ready for high school. 

Maryknoll Procures are located 
as follows: 

New York City, at 16 East 48th 
St. 

San Francisco, Caltf., at 1492 Mc- 
Allister St., corner of Scott. 

Los Angeles, Calif., at 1220 South 
Alvarado St. 

Seattle, Wash., at 1603 East Jef- 
ferson St. 

Maryknoll Japanese Missions. 
At Los Anaeles, Calif., Maryknoll 
Fathers, 426 South Boyle Ave.; or 


Maryknoll Convent, 425 South Boyle 
Ave. At San Juan, Calif., Maryknoll 
Fathers, San Juan Bautista Mission. 
At Seattle, Wash., Maryknoll Con- 
vent, 507 Seventeenth Ave. 

House of Study in Rome, Italy, 
at Via Sardegna, 83. 





EASTERN ASIA ADDRESSES 
China— 

Maryknoll Procure, 160 Austin 
Road, Kowloon, Hong Kong 

For Bishop Walsh and Priests— 
Catholic Mission, Kongmoon, 
Kwangtung, China 

For Fr. Meyer and Priests— 
Catholic Mission, Pingnam, 
Kwangsi, China 

For Msgr. Ford and Priests— 
Catholic Mission, Kaying, via 
Swatow, China 

For Priests in Manchuria— 
Catholic Mission, Fushun, Man- 
churia 

For Sisters of Manchuria— 
Tenshudo, Dairen, Manchuria 

For Sisters in Hong Kong— 
Maryknoll Convent, 103 Austin 
Road, Kowloon, Hong Kong 


Korea— 

For Msgr. Morris and Priests— 
Catholic Mission, Peng Yang, 
Korea 

For Sisters— 

Maryknoll Convent, 
Catholic Mission. Yeng You, 
Korea 

Philippine Islands— 

For Priests— 

St. Rita’s Hall, Manila, P. I. 

For Sisters— 

St. Paul’s Hospital, Manila, P. I. 
Hawaiian Islands— 
For Priests— 
1701 Wilder Ave., 
Honolulu, Hawaii 
For Sisters— 
1722 Dole St., 
Honolulu, Hawaii 


ASSOCIATES 


VERY subscriber is registered 

as a member of the C. F. M. S. 
and remains such until the subscrip- 
tion expires. A life subscriber be- 
comes a Perpetual Member. 

As a member, the _ subscriber 
shares in over seven thousand 
Masses offered yearly by Maryknoll 
priests, and is remembered daily in 
the several Maryknoll communities. 
Members also share in the labors, 
sacrifices, and privations of the mis- 
sioners. 





Membership alone, without THE 
Fretp AFAR, may be secured for one 
year by an offering of fifty cents; 
in perpetuity by an offering of fifty 
dollars (payable within two years). 


CABLE ADDRESS: 
Maryknoll — Ossining, N. Y. 








BEQUEST FORM 

I hereby give, devise, and be- 
queath unto the Catholic Foreign 
Mission Society of America, Inc., 
of Maryknoll, Ossining, New York, 
a corporation organized and existing 
under the laws of the State of New 
VOR isioc sci de eases cicieaieiereis (here 
INSCTETEDOCW)) oieie.c:3s.ccieisicieesis to be 
used by the said Catholic Foreign 
Mission Society of America, Inc., 
for the purposes for which it is in- 
corporated. 





I hereby give, devise, and be- 
queath unto the Foreign Mission 
Sisters of Saint Dominic, Inc., 
of Maryknoll, Ossining, New York, 
a corporation organized and exist- 
ing under the laws of the State of 
NGWHYOEKE 6.o5 cevscnceseciecis (here 
INSET ENEGOEN) «i cicine eides nes to be 
used by the said Foreign Mission 
Sisters of Saint Dominic, Inc., for 
the purposes for which it is. in- 
corporated. 
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FR. CHARLES C. ECKSTEIN, M.M., OF MILWAUKEE, WIS., A MEMBER 
OF THE KAYING SEMINARY FACULTY, VISITS THE FOUR HAKKA 
STUDENTS WHOM MSGR. FORD HAS PLACED AT THE CATHOLIC 
UNIVERSITY OF PEKING. THREE WILL GRADUATE THIS YEAR. 
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A CLOSE-UP OF MARYRNOLL IN HAKKALAND 


By the V. Rev. James A. Walsh, Superior General of Maryknoll 





y 


The Maryknoll “Number One,’ surrounded by some of his overseas sons in Christ, salutes representa- 
tives of the people on whom Msgr. Ford bestows the highest praise at his command, “Irish of the East” 


REVIOUS nuim- 
bers of THE Fretp 
AFAR have con- 
tained the record 
of the Maryknoll 
Superior Gener- 
al’s 1931 visita- 

tion of two of his 

Society's fields in South China, 

the Vicariate Apostolic of Kong- 

moon, and the Independent Mis- 
sion of Wuchow. The current is- 
sue takes us to the third Mary- 
knoll Mission in South China, the 

Prefecture Apostolic of Kaying, 

situated in the hinterland of 

Swatow. 

This field, entrusted to the di- 
rection of Msgr. Francis Xavier 
Ford, M.M., is inhabited by the 
Hakka Chinese, considered by 
many as the most energetic and 
intelligent of all the inhabitants 
of South China. The majority of 
Msgr. Ford’s Catholics are of the 








HE 


third and fourth generation in the 
Faith. The Hakkas make excel- 
lent converts, but are hard to con- 
vert, and do not as a rule attempt 
to lead their pagan compatriots to 
the Church. 

The Kaying Prefecture, lying 
in northeastern Kwangtung on 
the borders of bandit-ridden Fu- 
kien and Kiangsi Provinces, has 
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been several times invaded by the 
Reds, and this Communist menace 
has added to the difficulties of 
mission activities in that sector. 

In the following paragraphs, 
Fr. Walsh describes his somewhat 
watery welcome to Msgr. Ford’s 
“Hakka Mission.” 





Swatow— 

From Hong Kong Msgr. Ford and I 
set out together for Kaying, his Mis- 
sion Center. 

The boat to Swatow, our first stop, 
was fairly large and not uncomfort- 
able. The sea was merciful and the 
Chinese passengers left the upper deck 
severely alone, so that, although 
stretched in unpainted and shabby wick- 
er chairs, we felt like owners of a 
private yacht. 

Our night was quite uneventful and 
we landed in the harbor of Swatow 
towards noon, going directly to the 
home of Bishop Rayssac, Vicar Apos- 


IS RISEN, AS HE SAID, ALLELUIA! 
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tolic in this sector of the Kwangtung 
Province. We were scheduled to stay 
there that night, and on the following 
afternoon leave by rail for Chow-Chow, 
less than two hours away, at which 
point of departure we would find a 
small steamer for Kaying, a two days’ 
journey. 

We reckoned with our host, but with- 
out the river, which after many and 
copious rains had risen very high and 
was now tumbling down to the sea so 
rapidly that a small boat, the only kind 
in sight, could not face it. 





A Fine Mission— 

The disturbing news came to us at 
the priests’ house in Chow-Chow, which 
we had reached with considerable diffi- 
culty as the alleys leading to it were 
flooded. 

We had expected to visit this French 
mission of Chow-Chow for a brief 
hour, but we settled down to the in- 
evitable, fortunate to have shelter 
among friends. This mission of Chow- 
Chow would astound American Cath- 
olics, no one of whom, pickle consum- 
ers or not, probably ever heard of the 
place. 

It is the most populous and the most 
restricted territorially in the Vicariate 
of Swatow, extending over the delta 
not more than seven or eight miles. 

The church is very large, and will 
seat comfortably some one thousand 
four hundred persons. It has a spa- 
cious sanctuary with five altars, and 
its tower dominates the city. It was 
built practically from the offerings of 
Catholic Chinese. 

That Sunday afternoon after the ros- 
ary a sermon was preached by a bright 
young Chinese priest, and this was fol- 
lowed by Benediction—Msgr. Ford of- 
ficiating as celebrant. A Chinese played 
the organ, and familiar hymns were 
chanted by the children. 





Rising Hopes— 

Masses next morning were at 6:00 
and 6:30, both well attended with sev- 
eral rails of communicants. At ten 
came our investigating committee to 
report, “No boat today; water too 
high.” “And what about tomorrow ?” 
I asked. “No can tell. If rain keeps 
falling, the boat cannot go.” 

Tuesday passed with occasional light 


showers, but with rising hopes of fall- 
ing water; and these hopes were rea- 
lized when on Wednesday morning Sin 
Pak, chief of our bodyguard and cook 
pro tempore, came to announce that a 
boat would leave by two o’clock for 
Kaying. 


Sin Pak— 

Meet Sin Pak, by the way. He is 
another Peter Lo, without Peter’s 
business ability or wealth. 

Sin Pak is venerable, at least he ap- 
pears so; but he is as agile as a youth 
in his teens. His head is quite bald, 
and he talks much; however, he uses 
his brains and does things expeditiously 
and well. 

He is as alert and faithful as a de- 
voted mastiff, and his one preoccupa- 

















THE VISITOR AND SIN PAK 
Sin Pak belongs to no labor union, 
his hours being measured acccrd- 
ing to the need which the “Spirit- 
ual Fathers” have of his service 


tion is to serve the Shan-foos (Spirit- 
ual Fathers) who have left their own 
happy hunting grounds to tramp the 
hills and sail the rivers of South China. 
Sin Pak belongs to no labor union, his 
hours being measured according to the 
need of his service, his salary being a 
mere pittance—something like five 
American dollars a month—with board. 
He has a family which he visits from 
time to time. His son, a likely youth, 
attends the Middle School in Kaving, 
other members of the family taking 


care of the rice fields. 





A BLESSED EASTERTIDE TO 


Flood Scenes— 

We hastened to the boat, and settled 
ourselves in the pantry reserved for 
us. We then waited until there was 
no room for even one more passenger. 
The little whistle blew, and we were 
off—glad to be getting somewhere. 

The river had risen some fifty feet, 
and was rushing to the sea. It had 
slashed great slices from the banks, 
ruining homes, and even robbing sepul- 
chers of their dead. As we passed a 
large village in the Kaying Prefecture, 
Msgr. Ford could hardly believe his 
eyes. The houses were under water, 
except for the top stories. People were 
living under mattings on their roof 
tops. There was no trace of streets or 
lanes, and the only means of getting 
about was to climb over roofs or use 
small boats. 





Peace and Happiness Hotel— 

Shortly after passing this village, we 
learned that at the next stop, Chung 
Kow, we would have to transfer to a 
smaller boat, that ours could not run 
at night, and that we would probably 
have to find lodging at a local hotel. 

Shall we ever forget Chung Kow? 
As we approached, the first impression 
was a remembrance of old houses about 
the Arno in Florence—with this diff- 
erence, that here from one-half to two- 
thirds of each house was under water. 

Our boat was trying to find a place 
to dock, its own dock being twenty feet 
under the surface of the swift-flowing 
river. 

Finally our steamer was secured, and 
we were informed that the only place 
for overnight passengers would be one 
of the hotels. Bags and baskets were 
hastily packed, and a large sampan that 
came alongside was quickly filled with 
hotel prospects, including ourselves, 
who had been promised first class ac- 
commodation at the Peace and Happi- 
ness House. 

We were told that the Kaying boat 
would leave early the following morn- 
ing, and that we could he assured of 
proper warning and transportation, 
with a good night’s rest in the mean- 
time. 

The sampan carrying the hotel guests 
made its way cautiously throuvh the 
streets of the town, but when it reeched 
the porte-cochére of the Peace and 
Ilappiness Hotel, it proved too wide 
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to enter. There was nothing to do but 
remove shoes and socks, and walk the 
plank. I pitied one poor invalid, who 
had been on the boat with us, and was 
being brought home to die in his na- 
tive land. 

We all navigated safely to and 
through the front door of the hotel, and 
found ourselves knee-deep in the “lob- 
by", with shoes and socks clutched in 
our hands. Two front rooms had been 
promised us; but we were ushered into 
an unswept, rear room, and given to 
understand that nothing better could be 
expected, and that our party (four) 
should find all needed space within its 
walls. We resigned ourselves to the 
arrangement, while a score of other 
guests were clamoring for any kind of 
space. 

The room contained one large Chi- 
nese family bed, two canvas cots, sev- 
eral burlap bags filled with salt, chairs, 
stools, a table, and—junk. 

As soon as Sin Pak entered with 
our baggage, he started preparations 
for our evening meal, which we were 
just finishing when word came that we 
should leave the hotel and “park” our- 
selves for the night in a small steamer 
that was booked to Icave for Kaying 
at an early hour the following day. 





A Descent— 

There was nothing to do but sigh 
and smile. Again removing shoes and 
socks, we made the descent to the 
water-carpeted lobby. Msgr. Ford had. 
hastened on before and suddenly as f 
heard a shout of warning, foliowed by 
a splash, I saw his head appearing 
above the water. He had slipped on 
the slimy floor, but was on his feet in 
a moment, and, with cassock dripping, 
he continued with me to the sampan. 
Fortunately the air was balmy, and he 
had the protection of a dry rain coat, 
which served him until he could get 
into a berth on the Blue Bottle. 





the Blue Bottle— 

There had been an_ encouraging 
rumor that we would start for Kaying 
before daylight, but the sun rose on us 
still at anchor. 

The Blue Bottle began to shake, 
however, at 6:30; and soon we were 
actually on our way—for five minutes 
—after which we stopped to pick up 
more passengers and their baggage. 




















THE RECEPTION “BANQUET” AT KAYING 
Seated around the festive board are, beginning from the left, Bro. Anthony 
Boyd, of Carthage, N. Y.; Fr. John Driscoll, of Philadelphia, Pa.; Fr. 
William Downs, of Erie, Pa.; the Visitor; a Chinese priest; Fr. Patrick 
Malone, of Brooklyn, N. Y.; Fr. Maurice Gleason, of St. Louis, Mo.; 
Fr. Charles Murphy, of Ansonia, Conn.; Fr. Frederick Donaghy, of New 
Bedford, Mass.; Fr. Thomas Donovan, of Pittsburgh, Pa.; a Chinese 
priest; Fr. Joseph Murphy, of Montreal, Canada; Fr. Charles Eckstein, of 
Milwaukee, Wis.; Msgr. Francis Xavier Ford, of Brooklyn, N. Y.; Fr. 
Francis Donnelly, of Lansdowne, Pa.; Fr. John Gallagher, of Dorchester, 
Mass.; Fr. William O’Brien, of Chicago, Ill.; and Bro. Augustine Mc- 
Kernan, of Philadelphia, Pa. 

















THE RICE-DIKE APPROACH AT THE KAYING “VENARD” 
The tower in the right background has its model in the Pennsylvania hills. 
Msgr. Ford showed to the resourceful Chinese contractor a photograph 
of the homeland Vénard Preparatory College : 


ALL OUR READERS! 
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This took half an hour; but Sin Pak 
was busy, bringing us hot water for a 
wash, and preparing our breakfast. 
We declined the ship’s towel, as we 
had one of our own between us—each 
having selected his half. 

The new passengers were quite up 
to date, with wide trousers, and hair 
cut to fall over their ears. They man- 
aged to find a few feet of space, and 
we were off at last, reaching Kaying 
in about ten hours. Msgr. Ford re- 
marked that the actual distance is the 
same as from the New York Central 
Station to Ossining, N. Y., about thirty 
miles; but this was old China, with a 
winding river and an adverse current. 





The Kaying Seminary— 

Kaying is the Center of the Mary- 
knoll Prefecture. It is a fairly large 
city, with many shops and stores. The 
Mission has no property within or very 
near the city limits, so that Msgr. Ford 
lives temporarily at the Seminary, a 
few. miles away. 

To provide for Christians living in 
the city, and for those coming from 
outside for the great feasts, a small 
house has been rented. The lower por- 
tion.has been turned into a chapel, and 
the upper story into living quarters for 
a missioner and for a small group of 
students who attend the Government 
Middle School. 

We went directly to the Seminary, 
walking over the rice dikes past the 
German Protestant Mission, a. sightly 
and extensive establishment, with hos- 
pital attached, which has served our 
Maryknollers in good stead. 

Suddenly we came in sight of the 
Seminary, and it looked very familiar. 
Msgr. Ford had shown a photograph 
of the Vénard to his resourceful Chi- 
nese contractor, and the resultant at- 
tempt at reproduction was there before 
us—the tower a little squatty, but by 
no-means poor. An addition had re- 
cently been made, and the whole build- 
ing appeared quite imposing. 

As I thought of the comparatively 
few thousand dollars used in its con- 
struction, and of the half-million (ac- 
cumulated costs of labor and material 
at American values) which the Vénard 
still owes, envy almost seized me; not 
that 1 grudge the American laborer his 
wage or his standard of living, but it 
is not pleasant to dread construction 


FOR 

















JOHN YAP 
The fine face of this Hakka semi- 
narian, and the deeply spiritual 
sentiments of his speech of wel- 
come impressed Fr. Walsh most 
favorably 


or repairs because they cost so much! 





At Home in Kaying— 

We were near the Seminary, and 
yet so far, because rice dikes never go 
straight in China. The Chinese fears 
being chased by the devil, so he zig- 
zags to get the “old boy” off his track. 

In the meantime, rumor of our ar- 
rival had gone by bamboo wireless to 
the Seminary, and our outrider ap- 
peared. 

Soon we glimpsed the waiting group 
of priests, Brothers, and students; and 
in a few moments we were at home in 
Kaying. 

The chapel, to which we went direct- 
ly, is distinctively Chinese. It clings 








wi offering of fifty dollars to- 
wards this work for God and 
souls will make you a Perpetual 
Maryknoll Associate. As such, you 
will be entitled to The Field Afar 
for life; and wili enjoy many 
spiritual advantages, both in this 
world and hereafter. 


to the Seminary wall; although it was 
built to have its own setting, since it 
served many years as the mission chapel 
in this district. 

I liked it very much with its quaint 
Chinese panelings and ornaments, som- 
ber though they were; and the fine 
faces of the thirty-odd Chinese boys 
preparing here for the priesthood com- 
forted me, as I turned to bless them. 
And here at Kaying were gathered the 
largest group of Maryknoll’s sons I 
had met in China. 

No fewer than twenty of us sat at 
table that evening, including two Broth- 
ers. With us were the two native 
priests laboring in this Prefecture, and 
they shared our joyful reunion. 

Recreation room and refectory were 
one and the same, but the room was 
spacious and comfortable, and it was 
finished inexpensively, but attractively, 
in Chinese style. 





The City Chapel— 

The second day of my stay at Kay- 
ing went all too rapidly, but I had time 
to walk back to the city with Fr. 
Downs and see his little church and 
rectory. 

The building, a rented one, had been 
flooded to some four feet above the 
chapel floor, but there had been warn- 
ing enough to permit the removal of 
all the furnishings, including the altar, 
to the upper floor, where they were 
safe on a wide veranda and in the ad- 
joining rooms. Fr. Downs, with char- 
acteristic resourcefulness, had  con- 
structed a canoe by which he and the 
students could leave the house. Hap- 
pily the flood had subsided sufficiently 
before my arrival to have the chapel 
restored to normal; and when we went, 
dry-shod, down the small alleys lead- 
ing to the Catholic Mission, we found 
quite a group of boys and girls lined 
up to salute us, with their elders wait- 
ing to escort us to their chapel for an 
address of welcome and a benediction. 

The men whom I met at this little 
chapel in Kaying seemed very earnest. 
One of them, a convert from Protes- 
tantism, had been led into the Church 
by an exceptionally zealous layman. 
All are anxious to see the church in 
permanent quarters; but none more so 
than Msgr. Ford himself, who wishes 
this church to be located with the Pre- 
fecture Center that he must yet estab- 


THAT NEW SUBSCRIBER, WE LOOK, 
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lish. The Seminary is too far from 
the city for the Christians to assist at 
devotions, and it is already too restrict- 
ed, allowing very little recreation 
ground for the students. 





A Strong Hope— 

The bright young boys at the Kay- 
ing Seminary, like those whom I had 
seen at Kongmoon, are a strong hope, 
bringing home to the Chinese people, 
Catholic and pagan, the idea that the 
“foreigners” who came to China to 
preach Christ crucified are here not 
for any material gain, but for the wel- 
fare of others. Chinese Catholics re- 


joice in the growing number of their 
native priests. They, and their pagan 
friends likewise, are proud of the na- 
tive hierarchy which has been developed 
since the accession to the throne of 
Pope Pius XI. 

At the Seminary, on our last night, 
the students presented a short enter- 
tainment which included a few ad- 
dresses—one of which was in Latin, 
the others in Chinese. I could not fol- 
low one of the young Chinese students 
who made an address in his own lan- 
guage, but his fine face, spiritual in its 
every feature, and his flowing speech, 
which I learned afterwards expressed 


beautiful sentiments, impressed me 
most favorably. I asked later for his 
manuscript, only to be told that he had 
carefully prepared his points, thought 
them out, and, young as he was (only 
about seventeen), had delivered his ex- 
cellent address without writing it in 
full. 

While we were at the Seminary we 
had a Solemn High Mass, the students 
chanting most creditably. Their voices 
are, as a rule, thin; but they have 
caught the intervals of Western music 
and enjoy occasional selections on the 
victrola. 

(To be continued) 
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THE BRIGHT YOUNG BOYS AT THE KAYING SEMINARY ARE A STRONG HOPE, BRINGING HOME TO 
THE CHINESE PEOPLE, CATHOLIC AND PAGAN, THE IDEA THAT THE “FOREIGNERS” WHO CAME 
TO CHINA TO PREACH CHRIST CRUCIFIED ARE THERE NOT FOR ANY MATERIAL GAIN, BUT FOR THE 


WELFARE OF OTHERS 


In the center of the group are (starting from the left) Fr. Charles Eckstem, of Milwaukee, Wis.; the Mary 
knoll General, and Fr. Francis Donnelly, of Lansdowne, Pa, . 


DEAR FRIEND OF MARYKNOLL, TO YOU. 








THE FIELD AFAR 


72 


Marcu, 1932 





Paschal Candles In Pagan Lands 


FR. TIERNEY WRITES OF 
EASTER AT LOKING 


Loting— 
(Kongmoon Vicariate) 

OLY Saturday morning dawned on 

the hills of Loting with all the 
dazzling radiance such a _ morning 
should bring as Fr. Francis MacRae 
and I set out to give the Christians at 
Loking a chance to celebrate the Pas- 
chal Feast in their own home town. 


Loking, one of the outstations of 
Loting, boasts of a main street a mile 
long, but which could be measured in 
dnchés without going into many fig- 
‘fires. The population does not reach 
the thousand mark, so it would seem 
that all must live on Main Street. Out 
of that number about one hundred are 
Catholics. 

The church at Loking is, as yet, only 
a rented shop, the rear of which serves 
as a home for two Native Sisters who 
do the work of catechists. They are ex- 
cellent religious, untiringly zealous in 
their work. 

The priest’s residence is also a rented 
shop, on the opposite side of the street 
from the church. In the back of this 
shop, and with the aid of a stepladder, 
he reaches his living quarters. We 
were ushered into this place on our ar- 
rival, and, after we had deposited our 
bags, there did not appear to be much 
room to receive anyone. Mosquitoes, 
nevertheless, succeeded in crowding in 
by the hundreds, and constituted them- 
selves an unwelcome welcoming com- 
mittee. 


After a good Chinese meal and a 
stroll down Main Street, we turned our 
attention to a First Communion class 
waiting for an examination so that they 
could receive their Sacramental Lord 
on Easter Sunday morning. 

With the exception of one old lady, 
they knew the doctrine, and could sing 
out an answer to a question like a class 
in any parochial school back home. 
The old lady- made a desperate plea 
not to be held back, as she said she 
had little time to study; to which one 
of the Sisters added, “and no strength 
in the head besides”. After she had 
promised to study longer under the di- 
rection of the Sisters, we vielded to 

















THE. REPOSITORY AT BISHOP 
WALSH’S' MISSION CENTER’ IN 
KONGMOON, SOUTH CHINA 


Future Chinese priests keep loving 
watch here before the Eucharistic 
Lord Whom they will some day 
bring to new Altars in the Land of 
the Four Hundred Miilions 


her plea, and the poor old soul’s hap- 
piness was overwhelming. 

Now that the examination was over, 
the old lady turned all her attention 
to Fr. MacRae, whom she thought be- 
longed to the age of giants. She mar- 
veled at his size, but still more at his 
ability to understand and make him- 
self understood, when I told her he 
had been in China only six months. 

On Easter morning Fr. MacRae said 
an early Mass and gave Holy Com- 
munion to those present, while I heard 
the confessions of those who had not 
arrived the night before. 








Dear Subscriber— 


You, we mean, with the 
good heart and the for- 
getful way. 


Last month we had to 
spend $421. to keep 2,000 
subscribers from being 
dropped out of our stencil 
boxes.— You were among 
them. 











SECURE FOR THE FIELD AFAR 


Between seventy and eighty came in 
for the Feast, and when they had 
crowded into the little shop, it was 
filled to overflowing. Then there was 
the usual group of pagans around the 
door, anxious to see and hear what 
was going on. At the end of the 
Mass, I read the Gospel and preached 
a sermon in our church-shop. 

At nine o’clock we were on our 
way back to Loting, thankful for the 
privilege that had been ours of giving 
the Feast to those good people who 
seem very rich in Faith, and offer 
promise of great things at Loking in 
the near future. 





FR. MARTIN BURKE DESCRIBES 
A YEUNGKONG HOLY WEEK 


Yeungkong— 
(Kongmoon Vicariate) 

N Palm Sunday there was a very 

large attendance at Mass. We had 
no procession, but, after Mass, as the 
congregation filed up our alley, each 
person carrying branches of sago palm, 
it really looked like one, and made a 
very pleasing sight. 

On Wednesday afternoon we heard 
confessions, to give all a chance to go 
to Communion on the following day. 

On Holy Thursday morning, our five 
Maryknoll Sisters sang a Missa Can- 
tata. We had the Repository arranged 
in the back of the chapel. It is easy 
to decorate a repository at this sea- 
son of the year in South China. In 
our garden many kinds of flowers are 
growing in abundance. One of our 
pagan neighbors, a teacher in the mid- 
dle-school and a friend of our head- 
catechist’s, sent over four pots of beau- 
tiful orchids; needless to say, we gave 
them a prominent place and prayed 
that God would reward this generous 
soul with the great gift of Faith. 

We divided the day into periods of 
adoration. The men and women took 
turns in chanting prayers and singing 
hymns. The old folks and blind girls 
also took turns. 

We had turned all the chapel seats 
backward to face the Repository. One 
little blind girl could not imagine what 
had happened, and insisted on kneeling 
the other way (the way she was used 
to). Even when a companion told her, 
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she still insisted that she had her back 
to “Our Lord’s Holy Body”. Poor 
things! They were intensely happy. 
They know their doctrine very well, 
and the real meaning of the feast was 
not lost on them. Their eyes are closed 
to earthly things; but opened, through 
a lovely Faith, to the things of heaven. 

On Good Friday, we had the Mass 
of the Presanctified and Adoration of 
the Cross. 

Marvel of marvels, silence reigned 
in the Old Folk’s Home all day! At 
five o’clock we had the Way of the 
Cross, and nearly all of the Christians 
living in the city attended. 

On Saturday afternoon, the Chris- 
tians from the villages began to arrive. 
Some of them walked over twenty 
miles. They came, all sizes and all 
ages—old men and _ old ladies, little 
boys and girls, mothers with babies 
strapped to their backs, and young fa- 
thers, with perhaps a three year old 
baby in thin arms, and a little lad of 


I amissionary priest or nun! 


Why not? Think it over. 








six or seven trotting along by their 
sides. 

It was a glorious Feast; the feeling 
of triumph was in the air, and all 
were happy. I am sure the Risen King 
looked down with a blessing on these, 
His own Orientals, for was He not an 
Oriental too? 


“Cover to Cover” Friends 


E have enjoyed Tue Fietp Arar 

immensely; the rcading material 
is good, and the letters from the Orient 
are human.—Eugene, Oregon. 





I recently received my first Fretp 
Arar, and wish to say that my reading 
of it was the most enjoyable time I 
have had for quite a while. I am 
looking forward eagerly to the next 
issue.—Philadelphia, Pa. 





THE FIELD AFAR . 


We are so very poor, but we love 
your magazine and its mission. God 
bless you all/—Delano, Minn. 





I am enclosing a check for fifty dol- 
lars, kindly list me as a Perpetual 
Associate. I am alone in the world, 
and so must lay up for myself spir- 
itual riches while I am still living. — 
Scranton, Pa. 





Enclosed is $10. Put us on the sub- 
scription list for five years more, so 
we may be able to get the good news. 
It is worth the $10; but, as the price 
is $5, use the other as you think best. 
—Worcester, Mass. 





I thoroughly enjoy Tue Fietp Arar, 
which I read from cover to cover each 
month.—Chicago, IIl. 





Three dollars as a gift; $2 for two 
years’ subscription to Tue Fietp Arar. 
It’s worth more.——Bayonne, N. J. 








a sf ” 
Satie Oe 











FR. JOSEPH CONNORS, OF 


PITTSFIELD, MASS., PASTOR OF MASAN, 


KOREA, AND THE NEWLY 


BAPTIZED WHOM HE ADDED TO THE FOLD OF CHRIST LAST HOLY SATURDAY 


NEW “COVER TO COVER” READERS. 
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Maryknoll’s “Elder Brothers” in Europe 


Continuation of a stenographic report of “talks 


” given to the Sisters’ Crusade Unit of Maryknoll, by the Superior General 








THE FOREIGN MISSION SEMINARY AT MILAN, ITALY. 





S related in the Janu- 
ary and February is- 
O sues, the way for the 
foundation of a For- 
eign Mission Sem- 
inary in the United 
States was prepared 
by the publication of 
Tue Fietp Arar, the first num- 
ber of which appeared in January, 
1907. 

In 1910, Fathers Price and 
Walsh met providentially at the 
Eucharistic Congress in Mont- 
real, and it was there that the pro- 
ject of Maryknoll began to take 
definite shape. 

The following spring the two 
priests obtained for their under- 
taking the unanimous approval of 
the United States Hierarchy ; and 
were instructed to go to Rome, 
where they should explain their 
plans to the Sacred Congregation 
of Propaganda Fide. 

On their way to Rome, they 
visited the Foreign Mission Sem- 
inaries at Mill Hill, England, 
Paris, and Milan. The Schools 
of Apostles in Paris and Milan 
are described in the following 
paragraphs. 














A Strange Language— 

We left Mill Hill on Sunday for 
Paris. This was ahead of our sched- 
ule, but I thought that the sooner we 
arrived in Rome the better, because the 
summer was approaching, when things 





close down. Only urgent business can 
be done after the first of August, and 
I feared that we might have to wait 
until the fall before we could put our 
proposition before the authorities. Fr. 
Price was agreeable, and we moved 
right along. Monday evening we crossed 
the Channel. 








MARYKNOLL 
. SPONSORS 


O YOU who have a 

friend, newly found or 
of AULD LANG SYNE, 
among Maryknolli priests 
we offer the opportunity 
to Sponsor him this year 
at one dollar a day (for 
as many days as you can 
afford). 


The list at present is 
long, as we have only rez 
cently presented the idea. 


You may ask what we 
will doif youcannot take 
our offer. Our answer is 
we will make a similar ofs 
fer to strangers, and little 
by little get together what 
we must not withhold 
from men who nobly reps 
resent the Church of 
Christ in the farzflung 
line. 











STRINGLESS GIFTS ARE BEST, 


, att Wine 
a i | bat 


J 


IN 1911 ONLY THE CENTER BUILDING HAD BEEN ERECTED 


A new experience for Fr. Price was 
this entrance into a country whose lan- 
guage was strange. Everyone on the 
Channel boat seemed to be talking 
French. Fr. Price had been amused 
at the cockney accent in England, but 
now he could not understand what he 
heard, and the realization of this fact 
made a deep impression on him. He 
did not tell me then, but later I learned 
that he had the idea of spending some 
time in Lourdes, and he sensed diffi- 
culties. 





The Paris Seminary— 

We reached the Paris Seminary for 
dinner. As Father Fleury, who at the 
time was in charge, had served on the 
missions, and had once been tortured 
for the Faith, you can imagine Fr. 
Price’s special interest in meeting this 
venerable priest. 

There was a radical difference be- 
tween Paris and Mill Hill in that all 
of the men in Paris had spent some 
time on the missions. The Paris Sem- 
inary received only French-speaking 
boys, whereas sixty per cent of the 
Mill Hill missioners were from Hol- 
land. 





Footsteps of Martyrs— 

One of the customs that struck Fr, 
Price in the refectory of the Paris 
Seminary was the reader’s high, sus- 
tained tone. He was impressed, too, 
by the night prayers. 

I never tire of visiting the Paris 


Seminary. One always has a feeling 
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that it is hallowed by the footsteps of 
the martyrs. 

The building has existed for well 
nigh three centuries, and its mission 
atmosphere grips one. In many of the 
rooms are tablets bearing the names of 
martyrs, such as in those formerly oc- 
cupied by Just de Breteniéres, Henry 
Dorie, and Théophane Vénard. In the 
crypt are the relics of these confessors 
of the Faith. 





Mission Vocations— 

We inquired where the young as- 
pirant missioners came from, and were 
told that they were from various sec- 
tions of France, entering usually from 
diocesan seminaries. 

Some bishops have refused to allow 
their subjects to go to the missions; 
especially since the World War, when 
so many priests were lost. As a re- 
sult, the number of vocations to Eu- 
rope’s oldest Foreign Mission Seminary 
has considerably diminished. 


A Noble Record— 

Tie compound of the Paris Foreign 
Mission Seminary is an oasis of quiet 
in the heart of the great city. At the 
entrance to the grounds a building has 
been erected, which is rented for shops. 

More than one hundred young men 
have gone out of this Seminary to mar- 
tyrdom; and it is not difficult to imag- 
ine what that record must mean to a 
Society of this kind, and how it must 
inspire those who enter it. 





At Milan— 

From Paris we _ hastened across 
France, with just time to get off at 
Lausanne to say Mass while our train 
was waiting at the junction. 

The Milan Seminary is immediately 
outside the city; and when we arrived 
that night we found three bishops at 
the refectory table, all in full regalia. 
They had just completed a ceremony. 

The Superior General of the Soci- 
ety, Bishop Vigano, an extremely kind 
and humble man, immediately explained 
that it was quite by accident that the 
prelates were in full dress, as the cere- 
mony had continued up to the moment 
of supper. The following morning, I 
met Bishop Vigano in a plain cassock, 
with no sign of purple. 

We received from this saintly pre- 
late much helpful information, of a 
very practical nature, 


THEY 


Holy Envy— 

The Foreign Mission Seminary at 
Milan was at the time comparatively 
new, and not very large; but I felt 
then that if we could ever call such a 
building our own a great dream would 
be realized. At that period, we cer- 
tainly both looked upon it with holy 
envy. 

We enjoyed much our short stay at 
Milan. Most of the priests in that 
Seminary had returned from the mis- 
sions; and could speak English very 
well, as in India and Burma where they 
labor English is the commonly used 
language. 

















THE DEPARTURE BELL AT THE 
PARIS FOREIGN MISSION SEM1- 


NARY HAS RUNG FOR_ THOU- 
SANDS OF YOUNG MEN WHO 
HAVE GIVEN THEIR ALL FOR 


CHRIST’S “OTHER SHEEP”. AMONG 

THESE MISSIONERS THERE HAVE 

BREEN OVER ONE HUNDRED MAR. 

TYRS AND CONFESSORS OF THE 
FAITH 


Romeward Bound— 

Another day, and we were on the 
train for Rome. As we neared the 
city, Fr. Price asked if I would mind 
should he take a week off after ar- 
rival. He said, “It is the twenty-fifth 
anniversary of my Ordination, and I 
want to make a retreat.” I reminded 
him that we should be very busy, and 
he agreed to wait. 

We found rooms for the night at 
the Minerva Hotel, which has a thor- 


oughly Catholic atmosphere, with a lit- 
tle chapel; and the next morning we 
presented ourselves at the Sulpician 
House and the American College. There 
was no room in either, but Msgr. 
Kennedy, the American College Rector, 
very kindly put us in touch with the 
Rector of San Silvestro, the English 
Church, and we Iocated there. 

Our rooms were just above a public. 
square; and we slept little, if at all, 
the first night. People yelled continu- 
ously ; it was warm; the fleas were bit- 
ing; and altogether we were rather 
badly off. Gradually, we shifted our 
quarters to a more quiet section of the 
building. : 


Mrs. Cities Wonders 


RS. Goodman has sold out. 


Her husband left her the 
property more than ten years ago. 
The children are all grown up, 
and have their own interests in 
the city. It was too much for her, 
looking after everything. That’s 
why they’re all so glad she has 
gotten rid of that “old property”, 
and taken a nice apartment in 
town. 





But Mrs. Goodman is puzzled. 
She has a “tidy roll’, and she 
knows she should be getting bet- 
ter than savings bank interest. 
Then, too, she wonders if she 
couldn’t make that money do 
something for the dear Lord. 


“T like to figure these things out 
for myself”, she says. 

Perhaps that is why the sales- 
men have not been able to inter- 
est her in any new investments. 
Her sons don’t seem to be able to 
advise her. Being well enough 
fixed themselves, all they want is 
that mother get as much comfort 
as she can out of the money. 


Isn’t it too bad she doesn’t 
know about Maryknoll’s Annuity 
Plan? Maybe someone will tell 
her. Then she will be able to put 
her money where it will bring her 
higher interest. And, best of all, 
after God has called her, it will go 
right on winning souls for Christ 
in China! 


SERVE THE MOST URGENT NEEDS. 
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Home Knoll Easter Chimes 


ATHER Joseph 
Donovan, who 
SO /Y//ZZ smiles at us from 
‘s P this page, will be 
Pro remembered by 
many who heard 
him speak in one 
or another 
church, North, 
HA! South, East, or 
ff West in these 
mw United States. 
Fr Donovan is one of three 
brothers — all Maryknoll priests, 
and all now in Eastern Asia. 

Fr. Donovan is returning to 
China, which he left, presumably 
a chronic invalid, eight years ago. 
He has regained strength, added 
forty pounds to his ninety-eight 
plus, and widened his cheerful 
smile. He will take up duties in 
Hong Kong, rendering special 
services to his compatriots at 
work in the interior. 








OT = 














“Old Timers’”— 

ROTHER ALBERT, our Ori- 

ental architect and builder, re- 
turned to this country last Oc- 
tober for his “decennial” —i.e. his 
year away after ten years on the 
mission field. He bore no sign of 
tropical wear and tear, and on his 
arrival at the Home Knoll he im- 
mediately asked for work. 

A special task was awaiting 
his skill and he started at once on 
an Oriental shelter for Our Lady 
of Maryknoll, an interesting but 
difficult undertaking, the result of 
which we will later show to our 
readers. 


Brother Albert Staubli is a na- 
tive of Switzerland, where he has 
a brother, a priest. Before return- 
ing to China he will see the land 
of his birth, but he is anxious to 
get back to that of his latest adop- 
tion. 

Another “old-timer”, returned 
to the Knoll, is Brother Martin 
Barry, looking younger than when 
he left for China and way sta- 
tions, coming and going, nearly 





FR. JOSEPH DONOVAN, M.M. 


Fr. Joseph Donovan is returning to 
China after a number of years as 
a tireless “beggar for Christ” in 
the homeland. He is one of three 
brothers —all Maryknoll priests, 
and all now in Eastern Asia 


a decade ago. Brother Martin 
has served the Society in several 
fields at home and overseas, and 
lis generous service has been 
most valuable. 


A Great Change— 

HE new Rector of our Vé- 

nard Preparatory College, Fr. 
Wilbur Borer, of Brooklyn, N. Y., 
came from his duties of Mary- 
knoll Mission Procurator at Hong 
Kong to assume his most recent 
charge. He was installed last 
December. 








LIFE INSURANCE 

AVE you considered 

making Maryknoli the 
Alternate Beneficiary of 
your Life Insurance? 


Others have found this 
a practical means of helpez 
ing the missions. 











Fr. Borer is no stranger at the 
College, where he taught after 
ordination. He found many al- 
terations, and was impressed with 
the finished building, the pond, 
and the improved grounds. 

“A great change from Hong 
Kong!” he remarked, and when 
the winter wind howled over the 
Vénard hills he found himself 
dreaming of palms and blossom- 
ing rosebushes. 


“Finals’— 
HE Maryknoll Sisters have 
been witnessing “finals”. This 


does not refer to sports of various 
kinds, but to last appearances on 
the old compound, which they 
have occupied in part and in por- 
tions for the last twenty years. 

Masses at Christmas and the 
New Year were the last on these 
Feasts in St. Martha’s, which has 
served them as a chapel. The pro- 
fession of novices and reception 
of postulants which took place on 
January sixth was the last cere- 
mony of its kind on the western 
side of the highway. But the 
final march to the big Mother- 
House, which had been scheduled 
for January, did not eventuate un- 
til February; and it looked a 
while as if it would wait for 
March—a fitting month for pro- 
cessions. 


Helpful Hints— 

HE withdrawal of Maryknoll 

Sisters from the several houses 
which they have until now occu- 
pied on the Seminary Compound 
will leave these houses practically 
empty. Useful articles of furni- 
ture will be welcome, as hereto- 
fore; and, incidentally, we can 
find a place on cement floors for 
a few yards of substantial cover- 
ing. 

And—while we are in an ask- 
ing mood—may we say that the 
Seminary altars, now some ten, 
require fresh vestments to replace 
many that have for years been 
in a patched condition? 


THE SUSTENANCE OF OUR MISSIONERS 
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The Depression— 
AVE we been victims of the 
“depression”? The question 
is asked by warm friends, and the 
answer is a candid, “Yes”. 

We believe, however, that our 
losses are not due to the fact that 
our friends look upon missions as 
a work of supererogation (a mean 
word, yet it covers the idea), but 
because so many of them are 
needy or threatened with need. 
Most Catholics who give to the 
missions make sacrifices even in 
the best of times. Some continue 
to do so, and it is fortunate for 
us (otherwise we should have to 
call a complete halt in our activi- 
ties here and on the mission field). 

In the meantime, we are not 
yet in actual want; and any ten- 
dency to worry unduly or to com- 
plain should be checked by exam- 
ples that come to us. Witness 
the statement recently made by a 
priest benefactor, who excuses his 
small offering on the ground that 
he has lately found children com- 
ing to his school without their 
breakfast. 


The Brothers— 

OR several months past we 

have had to put off all applica- 
tions to the Maryknoll Auxiliary 
Brotherhood, for the simple rea- 
son that there was no room for 
them. 

This is an unusual experience, 
but the pressure for space will 
soon be over, and several new 
candidates will be received. 

Maryknoll has been blessed 
with an excellent body of Broth- 
ers, who now number sixty-seven. 

Further increase will depend 
largely upon our Mission Superi- 
ors. There is, of course, much 
work to be done on the mission 
field by American Brothers, but 
it is not such work as is common- 
ly associated with their life. The 
usefulness of a Brother on the 
mission field depends upon his 
ability. There is place for cleri- 
cal workers, machinists, carpen- 
ters and others who can super- 
vise construction, cooks, nurses, 
dentists, and doctors; but ability 
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THE ANNUITY IDEA 
OU give Maryknoll 


some hundreds—or 
thousands. 


Maryknoll, in return, sup- 
plies you with a generous 
interest as long as you live. 


By this plan you benefit 
the mission cause, without 
sacrificing interest which 
you need. 


Send for our Annuity 
Leaflet. 














in any line must be associated 
with adaptability to strange and 
often difficult conditions. 

Asia is a long way off, and the 
cost of transportation, as also the 
support of our Brothers, will have 
to be considered by the Mission 
Superiors. 


Diggers and Beggars— 
OST, if not all, Maryknollers 
are expert diggers at the end 
of their Seminary course; and 
this does not mean merely digging 


among venerable tomes for theo- 
logical and philosophical lore. 
There are dirt roads on our 
campus which rains have a way of 
periodically gutting, and which 


_call for the building of scientifi- 


cally-constructed drains. There 
are pipes to be laid, others to be 
repaired—it is not the Maryknoll 
custom to say, To dig, I am not 
able. 

And when these seminarians 
are full-fledged missionary priests, 
not a mother’s son of them will 
say, To beg, I am ashamed. No 
man need be ashamed to become 
a beggar for Christ, and for the 
extension of His Kingdom in the 
hearts of fellow men. 


FAVORS GRANTED 
LEASE publish for me a line of 
gratitude to Our Lady and the Lit- 

tle Flower.—Eugene, Oregon. 





Enclosed is an offering in thanks- 
giving to God, His Blessed Mother, and 
all the Saints. I promised this offer- 
ing if my varicose veins were cured.— 
Jamaica Plain, Mass. 








Fifty cents will list you or yours 
as a Maryknoll Associate. 











SPRING CALLS OUT THE MARYKNOLL ROAD ARTISTS 
Mending frost-gutted roads on Mary's Knoll is a homeland preparation 
for “making straight the paths of the Lord” on pagan soil 


CALLS FOR $1 A DAY. 
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TO THOSE WHO LOVE GOD ALL THINGS 
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OMFORTING indeed is the 

thought of the Risen Saviour, 
and that, as He has risen, the 
first fruits of them that sleep, so 
one day we shall rise; and in our 
risen bodies we shall see our God, 
and meet the dear ones whom we 
on earth loved and lost awhile! 


Christ is risen indeed. Alles 
luia! 


CHRIST is risen from the dead, 

the first fruits of them that 
sleep. The grip of annihilation is 
broken; the effortless quiet of 
consumed hopes, the awful calm 
of the closed tomb is stirred with 
the alleluia of angels. The vic- 
tory of life becomes a victory over 
death. 

Death now is but the herald of 
fulfillment, bearing an ointment to 
closed eyes that they may open 
upon Everlasting Light. And the 
world is but an ante-chamber to 
the courts of God where we pace 


until God’s page comes to take us 
in where faith is all-knowing and 
life is unending. Death—God’s 
hourglass at the mark of resurrec- 
tion. 

They came with spices and per- 
fumes, at the dawn of the first 
day of the week, the holy women 
wondering who should roll away 
the stone from the Sepulcher of 
Jesus. They found the stone 
rolled back, and angels in white 
garments, who said, He is not 
here. He is risen. 

That night He entered the room 
of the Last Supper and said to 
the Apostles, Peace be to you. It 
was the consummation! The gift 
of peace, the touch that stilled the 
tears of humanity weeping that 
its Incarnated Hope was dead. 


This is the day which the 
Lord hath made; let us rejoice 
and be giad in it. 





ANY a Catholic parent has 

turned to St. Joseph during 
the past months of struggle with 
poverty, and asked the Provider 
of the Holy Family to feed his 
flock. 

And we doubt not that many a 
missioner, mindful of the power 
which is properly attributed to the 
Silent Carpenter, has asked his in- 
tercession—and not in vain. 


e 

“(CX IBRALTAR is impressive, 

but give me Hong Kong,” 
writes an enthusiastic globe trot- 
ter. We quite agree with him; 
and, although there are seasons 
in the year when Hong Kong like 
many another city on this earthly 
sphere is not without discomfort, 
we of Maryknoll are happy in the 
thought that one of these days, 
thanks to a New York benefactor, 
Maryknoll priests and Brothers 
will have a refuge there when in 
need of treatment, rest, retreat, or 
special studies. 








SOMETHING FOR SOMETHING 

Have you too learned to look for 
the very best returns for your 
money? You will be well pleased 
if you invest in Maryknoll books. 
See page 96. 


The view from the site which 
Maryknoll has secured looks over 
the little village and bay of Stan- 
ley to the South China Sea be- 
yond. The site itself has been 
selected for favorable winds ; and, 
while far enough from the busy 
city to give privacy and quiet, it 
is easily accessible by bus or auto. 


We know that Christ indeed 
has risen from the grave. Hail, 
Thou King of Victory, have 
mercy, Lord, and save. 


INDS may blow strong over 

Westchester hills on March 
twenty-fifth, but the Annunciation 
bell will temper and tune them to 
the gentle voice of His angel, Ave 
Maria, Gratia Plena. 

And, as centuries ago Mary re- 
ceived from God the Father an 
invitation to share in His plan for 
the redemption of mankind, so in 
this year of grace ardent young 
souls will hear the call to follow 
Christ. May they answer it gen- 
erously ! 





The Lord is risen from the 
sepulcher, Who for us hung 
upon a tree. 


PONSOR. We like the word, 

and so do some of our friends; 
not so many yet, but a steadily 
increasing number who have 
caught the idea of sustaining a 
missioner at one dollar a day. 

If we can find even a hundred 
sponsors, our present obligation 
will be considerably lightened ; 
and we may look forward to more 
satisfying news for our far-off 
sons, to whom lately we had to 
write about the inevitable cut. 

We dreaded to notify our men 
on the field that a cut in their viati- 
que (as we call it) was necessary ; 
but fortunately most of them, in- 
formed from the homeland about 
conditions generally, were pre- 
pared for it, and had even been 
wondering how we could have 
continued the usual remittance as 
long as we did. Well, between 
ourselves, the Treasurer will con- 


KEEP CHRISTBEARERS IN THE ORIENT 
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MARY MAGDALEN COMETH TO SIMON PETER, AND TO THE OTHER DISCIPLE WHOM JESUS LOVED, AND 


SAID TO THEM: “THEY HAVE TAKEN AWAY THE LORD OUT OF 
WHERE THEY HAVE LAID HIM.” 
OUTRUN 


fess that we were doing some little 
borrowing on the side! 

We cannot afford to add to an 
interest debt, however, and Mary- 
knoll Sponsors will surely be 
found to prevent this. 





Christ, risen again from the 
dead, dieth now no more, 
alleluia! 


OOKS are still read, notwith- 

standing movies and _ talkies 
and television contraptions, by 
which the books can never be re- 
placed. And fortunate is the in- 
dividual, man, woman, or child, 
who in a quiet corner of the home 
circle can drink in at leisure the 
contents of a worth-while book. 
Worth-while books, suitable for 
Catholic families, are now verv 
numerous, and among them are 
the volumes that comprise the 
Maryknoll Bookshelf. Get one or 
more into your own home for 
Lent. 


FOR 


PETER, AND CAME 


THE SEPULCHRE, AND WE KNOW NOT 


AND THEY BOTH RAN TOGETHER, AND THAT OTHER DISCIPLE DID 


OIV do I intend to spend the 

last Lent of my life? What 
am I doing during the present 
Lent? 

My good intentions for that last 
Lent are but a vain dream, if the 
answer to the second question 
differs from that which I give to 
the first. February tenth was the 
last Ash Wednesday some of us 
will see. 

It is later than you think! a 
wise man has said. But it is not 
too late to make our present Lent 
fruitful in good works. Better is 
the end of a thing than its begin- 
ning. 


Stay with us, Lord, because 
it is towards evening, and the 
day is now far spent. 


A MONTH ago we invited our 
readers to share with us the 
spiritual fruits of the Novena of 


FIRST TO THE SEPULCHRE 


Grace, which will be conducted 
on Sancian Island and in all 
Maryknoll houses from March 
fourth to the twelfth. 

It was gratifying last year to 
learn from readers that striking 
favors had been received during 
and at the close of the Novena; 
and we hope that benefits, spirit- 
ual and temporal, will be even 
more numerous this year. We 
ask our friends to add to their 
own intentions one for vocations 
to the mission apostolate; and to 
offer a breath of prayer for the 
lone Maryknoller who keeps alight 
the sanctuary lamp on Sancian 
Island, where Francis Xavier gave 
up his soul to God, and where the 
American successor of Xavier has 
few spiritual consolations. 

If you be risen with Christ, - 
seek the things that are above, 
where Christ is sitting at the 
right hand of Gud, alleluia! 





AT LEAST ONE DAY THIS YEAR. 








ancian— The Isle Where Ended ‘Te * 
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St. Francis Xavier's Cenotaph in 
the Sancian Memorial Chapel 


O two visitors to San- 
cian Island would de- 
scribe it in the same 
manner. To one com- 
ing on a pilgrimage 
to the tomb of St. 
Francis Xavier, it 
would indeed be“holy Sancian”. 





To the lay visitor, not interested in 
the religious side, it would be a barren, 
inhospitable, little island, the abode of 
six thousand dark-skinned peasants, 
who are despised by the inhabitants 
en the mainland and looked upon as a 
class of people to be kept at a distance 

To the vacationist—be he lay or 
clerical—it is an ideal place; for, with 
its miles of beaches where the sand is 
like salt, its inland bays with clear, 
blue, water perfect for swimming, 
boating and fishing, its mountains filled 
with wild fowl, monkeys, and occa- 
sionally a tiger, and its outside coast 
facing the vast Pacific, it has all the 
person weary of life on the mainland 
can desire, 


Why “Sorrowful Sancian’’?— 

But we Maryknollers, who have been 
intimately connected with the island 
and its inhabitants for the past nine 
years—what shall we call it? ‘“Sor- 
rowful Sancian,” I think, would fit it 
best; for the history of Christianity 
here during the past two decades has 
been sad indeed. 

This is not pessimism, it is not a cry 
of discouragement, for we are as opti- 
mistic and as filled with hopes for the 
conversion of the whole island as we 
were when we first took over the task. 
It is our dream to see the Church the 
center of the lives of the Sancianites, 

















THE SANCIAN PASTOR’S MOTOR-BOAT, THE CRUSADER 


By Fr. Martin J. Burke, of Brooklwy., Mars 


and the children receiving an educa- 
tion at the feet of native religious. We 
look forward to the time when the 
shrine-chapel over the grave of Xavier 
will become a place of pilgrimage for 
the rest of the Catholic world. These 
are our hopes, and yet we say “Sor- 
rowful Sancian.” Why? 

There are over twelve hundred bap- 
tized Christians on the island, and on 
the feast of the Assumption of Our 
Blessed Lady, one of the four holydays 
of obligation in China when the Chris- 
tians travel miles to be present at the 
Holy Sacrifice of the Mass and receive 

















the Sacraments, only twenty adults and 
twenty-two children were present at 
Mass in the chapel of the Immaculate 
Conception at Sancian. Forty-two out 
of twelve hundred, and nearly all the 
rest apostates, many even having re- 
turned to the practice of pagan super- 
stitions. 
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THE LITTLE BOATS OF SANCIAN’S MELD FISL 


e World’s Greatest Trek For Souls 


ookly$Y., Maryknoll missioner in South China 















Sorrowful and sad, indeed, is it not? 
Especially as our priests have toiled 
unceasingly, morning, noon and_ night, 
to bring the apostates back, but to no 
avail. Perhaps we are unworthy of 
such a task, perhaps God is trying our 
patience before He comes to our aid. 
Back to 1552— 

To explain the present condition of 
the island we must go back to the year 
1552, when St. Francis Xavier landed 
on its shores, accompanied by Anthony, 
a Catholic Chinese boy, whom he had 
chosen from among the collegians at 
Goa to be his companion. 

At that time Sancian was practically 
an abandoned island with few inhabi- 
tants, its harbors being used by the 
Chinese and Portuguese traders to en- 
gage in traffic and barter of merchan- 
dise; for the doors of China were still 
closed to the foreigner, and woe to the 
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Furopean who was caught upon its 
shores. 

St. Francis arrived with the Portu- 
guese vessels in August, and after 
much difficulty, for all feared the con- 
sequences to themselves. All the ships 
had departed except the Santa Croce, 
the property of a merchant, a friend of 
St. Francis. 

He himself did not remain on the 
boat, but lived in a little hut on the 
island, attended by the Chinese lad; 
and day after day they scanned the 
horizon for the junk that never came. 
Provisions began to run low, but still 
the saint waited, hoping against hope. 
At length, weakened by his many hard- 
ships, he fell a victim to a raging fever, 
and on the evening of December sec- 
ond, 1552, abandoned by all but the 
faithful Anthony, his soul went home 
to God within sight of the land he had 
tried so hard to enter. 

He was buried by Anthony and some 
Portuguese from the ship, and a large 
quantity of quicklime was thrown over 
his body in order to more rapidly con- 
sume the flesh, so that they might 
transfer his bones to Goa. On the 
seventeenth of the following February, 
the body was exhumed, and showed not 
the least signs of corruption. It was 
brought back to Malacca on the Santa 
Croce, from whence it was later trans- 
ported to Goa where it now rests. 

















From the hillside the statue of the 
Saint faces the mainland 


Pilgrimages— 

A few years later, the Portuguese 
succeeded in gaining a foothold in 
China, and settled at Macao about six- 
ty miles north of Sancian, and the is- 
land was abandoned except for the na- 
tive population. 

Francis was already recognized as a 

















ON THE WAY TO THE MEMORIAL CHAPEL 
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saint, and the Macao Christians and 
the missioners who followed him cher- 
ished this desert island as hallowed 
ground, until his canonization made it 
possible to publicly venerate his tomb. 
During a pilgrimage from Macao in 
1639 a tablet was erected over the place 
where the saint was first buried; and 
in 1700 a small memorial chapel was 
built under the direction of the Jesuit 
Visitor. This was destroyed in a per- 
secution a few years later; and during 
the following one hundred and fifty 
years few people came to visit the 
sacred place. 

The opening of China’s doors to the 
West, however, again brought Sancian 
into its own; and in 1869 the Prefect 
Apostolic of the newly-established Pre- 
fecture of Canton built on the island 
a church (the present mission), and 
over the burial place a little Gothic 
chapel. 

Several converts were made, and pil- 
grimages were resumed; but in 1884, 
in the absence of the missioner, a ter- 
rible local persecution broke out, and 
all the Christians except one family 
2postatized. Only the walls of the 
chapels were left standing. 





A Resident Missioner— 

After the persecution, in view of the 
scarcity of priests in the Canton Vicari- 
ate, which at that time included nearly 
the whole Province of Kwangtung, it 
was decided to make Sancian an out- 
station of one of the missions on the 
mainland, ten miles away. This ar- 
rangement continued until 1904, when 
a resident missioner was again ap- 
pointed. 

The mission, however, was the “biz 
house” of the island; the missioner was 
eradually gaining influence and when, 
during the uncertain times of the Revo- 
lution, a section of the island’s inhabi- 
tants undertook to oppress the rest of 
the villagers, it was to the priest these 
latter turned for aid. Their property 
had been burned. By presenting the 
true state of affairs at Canton the mis- 
sioner was able to secure some redress, 
an action which won the villagers com- 
pletely, and more than one thousand 
souls enrolled themselves in a body as 
catechumens. 

Catechists, men and women, were 
brought from Canton to teach them, 
and after some months of instruction 
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THE “PARISH” CHURCH AT 
SANCIAN 
Where, cven on the great feasts of 
the Church, only a handful out of 
twelve hundred baptized Islanders 
come to worship Xavicr’s God 





Mission Values 
$1 


Will support a Maryknoll mis- 
sioner for a day. 


$5 
Will provide for the adoption 
of a Chinese baby, thereby 
rescuing it from paganism. 
$15 
Will enable our missioners to 
pay for one month the salary 
of a native catechist. 


$100 
Will support for one year a 
young Chinese preparing for 
the priesthood in one of our 
Mission Junior Seminaries. 


$365 
Will provide the support of a 
Marvknoll missioner—Priest, 
Brother, or Sister—during 


one year. 
$500 

Will cover the travel expenses 

of a Maryknoll apostle to 

Asia. 











HE WHO HELPS AN APOSTLE 


they were baptized. Later, a few more 
villages applied for admittance into the 
Church. 

Now, here was a difficult problem; 
to follow up these instructions proper- 
ly and inject a real spirit of Christi- 
anity into these converts. Gratitude to 
the priest for helping them was not 
enough; it was necessary that they 
should acquire a real knowledge of the 
Faith. 

The priest did all his means allowed. 
The majority of the converts could not 
read nor write, they were the poorest 
of the poor and had to spend most of 
their time scraping together a_liveli- 
hood either in the fields, or by fishing. 
Their rudeness and lack of culture was 
a byword on the mainland, and it was 
difficult to get catechists to stay any 
length of time on the island. As a re- 
sult of all these circumstances, the San- 
cian converts were little more than 
baptized pagans. 





Maryknollers Arrive— 

Then came the war, and a dearth of 
missioners from Europe. A few years 
after our arrival in China, Sancian was 
handed over to Maryknoll. In the be- 
ginning the situation seemed hopeful, 
and we were optimistic; but we found 
mostly indifference. One end of the 
island was infested by pirates, and the 
other in daily dread of them. 

China itself was changing during 
those days. It was now a recognized 
Republic, and foreigners had little 
power in native territory; the mission- 
er was no longer treated like a high 
official. The Sancianites soon found 
this out, and from then on most of 
them had no time for spiritual things. 
Our men have tried year after year, 
month after month, and day after day 
to bring the apostates back, but to no 
avail so far. 

So, “Sorrowful Sancian” is not a 
misnomer. And yct we are optimistic. 
If God be with us, who is against us? 
We have thirty-six children in our 
two little schools, whom we are thor- 
oughly instructing in their religion. 
Next year we hope to have more. By 
degrees, please God, we shall win; and 
sad Sancian shall be saintly Sancian 
some day. 





A “White Martyr’— 
A hard mission and a hard lot of 
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people, the reader will say; and yet on 
this apostate island we have a “white 
martyr,” a living confessor of the Faith. 

Mrs. Kwan was baptized with the 
rest, and since the day she promised to 
renounce the devil she has kept that 
promise through taunts, threats, and 
persecutions. Her whole village apos- 
tatized. In her own family village 
only her mother and aunt kept the 
Faith. Her husband left the Church, 
but still she continued to come to Mass. 

In one year, two of her daughters 
died; and her neighbors blamed it on 
her adherence to the “foreign religion’’. 
The next year her son died, an awful 
blow to any Chinese mother; but it 
did not shake her faith. Soon after 
her husband lost his sight, and she 
spent what little she had to take him 
to a doctor at Macao. 

Her cup of sorrow was filled to over- 


If you like us well enough, join 
us for life—and for eternity. Be 
a Perpetual Maryknoller. 








flowing; she could not go outside her 
door without meeting with a taunt or 
a jeer on account of her religion, but 
she still stood firm. I saw her this 
morning at Mass; her clothes were 
poor and she wore no shoes, but she 
was happy, and her face was wreathed 
in smiles when she met the visiting 
Shan foo. 

Perhaps for the sake of our “white 
martyr” our Lord will soon come to 
the aid of His children on this little, 
sea-girt Isle where St. Francis Xavier 
said his Masses from August to De- 
cember in 1552, and where he breathed 
forth his soul to God. 

Please pray for Sancian! 





Bringing Easter to Hsin Pin 


By Fr. Francis A. Bridge, M.M., 
of Midland, Pa., Maryknoll mis- 
sioner in Manchuria 


AST Easter was my second 
on the missions, and Fr. 
Quirk’s first. Here in Hsin 
Pin we are at a distance of 
several days’ journey on 
muleback from any of our 
confréres, but this did not 
prevent us from carrying out. 
the Easter ceremonies in all 
their solemnity. 

After forty days of mourning our 
little church was decked in festive garb. 
At the Gloria on Holy Saturday and 
Easter morning the bell was rung till 
the single steeple reeled; and, in order 
to add the Oriental touch, the Chris- 
tians did not forget their donations of 

















THE FROZEN TN HSIN PIN, 


OF PORTSMOUTH 


MANCHURIA, WHERE FR. BRIDGE, OF 
ARE SHEPHERDS OF SOULS, PRODUCES NO BLOSSOMS TO SEND FORTH THEIR 


MIDLAND, PA., AND FR. QUIRK, 


FRAGRANCE TO THE RISEN CHRIST, BUT THE SWEETNESS OF PRAYER FROM THE HEARTS OF FAITHFUL 


CHRISTIANS IS NOT LACKING IN THIS MANCHU 


BECOMES AN APOSTLE. 
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firecrackers. To substitute for organ 
music, our Chinese catechists made the 
church resound with their powerful 
voices. 





This mission is fortunate in having 
two Chinese “Virgins” (native Sisters) 
who have been serving the Church in 
Manchuria for twenty years, and to 
them is due the credit for most of our 
Easter decorations. 

They made our paschal candle by 
It was the 
“Virgins” likewise who prepared the 
Repository, and fashioned beautiful 
artificial flowers from colored silks and 
paper. 

These flowers were the more ap- 
preciated since the spring season is later 
in Manchuria than in most countries, 
and our frozen soil produced no blos- 
soms to send forth their fragrance to 
the Risen Christ. 

A hundred and sixty Christians came 
in for the Feast; a gratifying number 
and yet, compared to the population of 
our village and its outstations, how 
few! It would not be an exaggeration 
to place the figure of this population at 
one million. 

Either Fr. Quirk or myself are on 
the road the greater part of the year, 
going from village to village by mule- 
back or in a two-wheel, springless cart 
ever valleys and rocky mountain trails. 
We do not cease to preach and adm‘n- 
ister the Sacraments, but what are two 
among a million? 

The many consolations of our mis- 
sion trips are offset by the constant 
memory of those “other sheep” whom 
we so long to bring to the One Shep- 
herd and the One Fold. 





Since it is not possible for us to 
send a catechist to each of our outsta- 
tions, we have the children from these 
places come to the central mission at 
Hsin Pin to study the catechism. 

At the present time we have over 
forty of these children living at the 
mission in Hsin Pin; and, since they 
practically all come from desperately 
poor families, we have to feed them 
three times a day during their sojourn 
here. 

However, we do not fear that we 
shall have to send any of the little 
boys or girls to bed hungry, for God 








FR. JOHN F. McCONNELL, M.M., OF 
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has provided good friends in the home- 
land who aid us in this all important 
work of training good Christians for 
the Church in this land of great op- 
portunities. 





While so many of our hopes are cen- 
tered in the children, we do not forget 
the members of our flock at the other 
end of life’s trail. 

We have now at the miss‘on several 
candidates for the Old Folks’ Home. 








HEN you finish your Rosary, 

go back tothe Cross with an 
Our Father. three Hail Marys, 
Saint Francis Xavier. pray for 
us, and the Glory be to the 
Father. 


Offer these for Maryknollers 
and all Catholic missioners. 


CHRIST MADE SACRIFICE 
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They are being instructed for Baptism. 

In spite of our lack of funds for the 
undertaking, we have already begun 
to erect the Home. We are confident 
that the Dear Sacred Heart, which 
yearns equally over the young and the 
old children, will inspire some generous 
soul to send us a hundred dollars gold, 
which amounts to about four hundred 
Chinese dollars. This would be suffi- 
cient for the erection of a mud-walled, 
thatched-roof Home, with f'angs (heat- 
ed brick beds) for our old folks. 





Through our own puny labors for 
Christ and the aid of mission-lovers 
in the United States, but most of all 
through the power of prayer, we hope 
to lessen as the years pass the number 
of souls in this mission—the size of 
two dioceses in the homeland—to whom 
Easter is a meaningless word, and who 
have no hope since they have never 
heard that, as Jesus diced and rose 
again, even so them who have slept 
through Jesus, will God bring with 
Him. 


Fr. John F. McConnell, 
M. M. 


N Rome, on December eighth, 
another Maryknoll priest was 
added to the list, making in all 
one hundred and forty. 

The Benjamin is Fr. John Mc- 
Connell, who has been studying 
at Collegio Maryknoll in the Eter- 
nal City. 

Fr. McConnell is a native of 
Ontario, Canada. He was or- 
dained at the American College 
by His Eminence, Cardinal Mar- 
chetti Selvaggiani. 


Sei Shin An 

By Fr. John C. Murrett, M.M., of 

Buffalo, N. Y., Director of the 

Maryknoll Japanese Mission in Se- 

attle 

AY Shin Ahn, and you'll be 

using very good Japanese for 
St. Joseph’s Hospice, which is the 
name of the new home for Jap- 
anese men recently opened at the 
Maryknoll Mission in Seattle. Sei 
Shin An, exactly translated, is 
Holy Protector’s Villa, and it is 
such we are hoping to make our 
latest venture. 
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For some time we have been 
urged by the Japanese Association 
of Seattle to consider a home 
where men could be cared for. 
The large debt of $60,000 on 
school and church caused us to 
defer adding any greater burden, 
but we decided to pray, at least, 
ever it. And today St. Joseph's 
Hospice is an answer to that 
prayer. 


A vacant hose adjoining the 
present Mission compound was 
offered by the owner for a small 
sum. “Four hundred down,” he 
said, “the balance in rental, and 
the house is yours.” Fine, but 
what could we use for money? 
St. Joseph helped us out with a 
five hundred dollar will. So we 
made plans immediately, and to- 
day the Hospice is a fact. 

The Japanese Conference of the 
St. Vincent de Paul Society will 
give a small monthly grant for 
each man they recommend, as will 
also the Japanese Association of 
Seattle. 

Already, eight men have been 
received ; and are housed in warm, 
clean rooms which have been fur- 
nished through the Young Ladies’ 
Sodality of the Mission, who 
spend most of their free time in 
activities to make the Hospice 
comfortable and attractive. They 
are just now looking for bed linen 
and coverings. They are encour- 
aged by the Japanese people of 
the city, who are happy to know 
that a long-needed home for Jap- 
anese men is at last an actuality. 


Los Altos Eastertide 


N the patronal feast of the San 
Seminary, the 





Francisco Major 
Maryknollers at Los Altos usually pre- 
sent a play in the auditorium of St. 
Joseph’s College, under the auspices of 
the mission unit. Last year they staged 
The Spirit of the River, and this year 
an Easter play was planned. 

The dramas are not always mild. 
One time the last act, which closed 
just before bedtime, contained seven 
murders, accompanied by eerie shrieks 
and Hindoo incantations. As the cur- 
tain dropped, one professor was heard 


ee : 


to murmur, “Now good night, children. 
Pleasant dreams.” 





Easter is an especially glorious day 
at Los Altos. The chapel, which stands 
at the edge of a great apricot orchard, 
is decorated with lilies, bridal wreath, 
and white heather, gathered from our 
gardens. Outside scores of birds add 
their alleluias to those of the choir. 

Examinations are finished, Lent has 
passed, and after Mass each boy may 
go home in time for dinner, and then 
return on the next day. Needless to 
say the allcluias are sincere. 





Signs of Spring at the 
“Cincy” Knoll; 


UR little chapel does not permit us 

the privilege of conducting our 
own Holy Week services. However, 
through the kindness of the authorities 
at St. Gregory’s, who always find room 
for the Maryknollers, we had the good 
fortune to have an intimate part in the 
solemn ceremonies which commemorate 
the sacred events of Passiontide, and 
we feel sure that we received many 


Pe) 





graces as we took part in the cere- 
monies which began with the Tenebrae 
and culminated in the glorious Alleluia 
of Easter Sunday. 





Despite the fact that Easter came 
early, the baseball enthusiasts have 
been rushing the season, and one can 
see them busily engaged in limbering 
up the “old soupbone”’. Though they 
had to dispense with the southern trip 
this year, as well as in the past, the 
weather has been mild, and our own 
collection of Groves, Hafeys, Sim- 
monses, and Ruths are already display- 
ing mid-season form. They miss them 
just as gracefully now as they will in 
June, and what they lack in skill is 
supplied in chatter. 

The tennis addicts will soon find the 
balm for their itching nerves, as a ten- 
nis court has rapidly been taking shape 
to the east of the ball field, just out of 
reach of foul balls. 





Behold I have given Thee for 
a Light of the Gentiles, that 
Thou mayest be My Salvation 
unto the ends of the earth. 

















IN THE GARDEN AT COLLEGIO MARYKNOLL 
First row (starting from the left), Fr. Eugene Higgins, of Newark, N. J.; 
Fr. John Considine, of New Bedford, Mass.; Fr. Wilbur Borer, of Brook- 


bun, N.Y. 


and Fr. Edward McGurkin, of Hartford, Conn. 


Second row, 


Bro. Leo Shields, of Brooklyn, N. Y.; Leo Melancon, of Fall River, Mass. 
(student) ; Fr. John McConnell, of Ontario, Canada; and Arthur Kiernan, 
of Cortland, N. Y. (student) 


THE TEST OF LOVE, 
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Captain Lam’s Word 


By Bishop James E. Vi'alsh, M.AM., of Cumberland, Md., 
Vicar Apostolic of Kongmoon 





The shimmering beauty of a perfect day lay over Sancian Bay, and little 
dancing waves slapped against the sides of the junk 


|HE blue waters of San- 
cian Bay sparkled in the 
morning sun. Little dan- 
cing waves rippled in to 
slap with gentle sauciness 
against the sides of the 
junk. The southwest mon- 
soon pulsed softly. Schools of tiny 
fish here and there broke from the 
shallows in ecstatic leaps, as if happy 
to desert their shady haunts and reach 
up for a moment into the shimmering 
beauty of a perfect day. 

It was mid-October in South China 
when all, save the spirit of man, is 
divine. 








Brothers-in-Lew— 

The great painted eve on the prow 
of the junk must have looked with ap- 
proval on the prospect of a halcyon 
voyage, had it been able to look at all. 
The two sharp, mariner eyes of Cap- 
tain Lam certainly did. 

He was a very pleased man. Toss- 
ing of his third thimbleful of carly 
morning tea, he replaced the little cup 
on the matted cover of the teapot; and 
squatted down on the gunwale of his 
boat with the big waterpipe, still sur- 
veying the pleasant waters as he 
rammed in the tiny pellet of tobacco. 
Three vigorous puffs, and the pipe was 


discarded. Captain Lam straightened 
up, a man of action. 

“Well, did I pick a ‘lucky day’?” he 
addressed his crew, a round dozen of 
hardy types in boatmen’s undress with 
their blue homespun trousers rolled to 
the thighs and their flapping jackets 
open to the breeze, as they went about 
their various tasks preparatory to cast- 
ing off, 

“To speak truly it ought to be a day 
of good omen, I paid that old necro- 
mancer enough to choose it for us, the 
old cheat. Wasn't satisfied till I bought 
him a lot of salted fishes besides. Prob- 
ably doesn’t know any more about it 
than I do.” , 


For a half hour the Captain was 
busy bustling about here and _ there, 
seeing the sails set to his satisfaction, 
admonishing the pilot, and making a 
final inspection of his row of small 
cannon, the only protection that stood 
between his little vessel and the ma- 
rauding pirates that roved the coast. 
Then he sought the teapot and the 
waterpipe again. 

Here, in the quiet corner, he was 
soon joined by the elder brother of his 
wife, who was also his chief mate. 
The two men made a contrast. Cap- 
tain Lam was short, stout, square 


WE CANNOT LOVE CHRIST AND 


rigged; bluff, hearty, jovial; guileless, 
frank, direct. His brother-in-law was 
a long, thin Chinese. Sharp featured 
and ascetic in appearance, with a sharp 
pair of eyes in his masklike face; a 
man not easy to be taken in; a man 
of deliberate actions and measured 
words. 


A Good Trip— 

“This is a good trip, Jade Elegance,” 
remarked the Captain. “In fact, it’s 
the most profitable we have ever made. 
I must say these foreigners are not a 
bad lot. At least, it’s easy to drive 
good bargains with them, and _ that’s 
the main thing.” 


Jade Elegance said nothing. He 
fidgeted a bit, spat in the water. Ris- 
ing, he poured himself a spot of tea; 
drank it slowly; ruminating, scowling. 
He squatted down again, and sat re- 
garding the planks between his bare 
feet with an air of gloomy malignity. 
Finally he turned to the Captain, “Did 
you count the two cases of pepper you 
got from that foreign bonze?” 


“Of course. That’s what swells the 
profit. They are worth a hundred 
piasters apiece easily.” 


The Danger— 

“That’s also true. Only, we have 
not earned that money, yet. You may 
think it’s a simple matter to land that 
foreigner in Canton, but I don’t. Sup- 
pose we all go to jail? Where would 
be the profit in that?” 

“Well, the foreigner will probably 
land in jail, and that’s a fact. No mis- 
take, he’ll find himsclf riding the tiger 
the minute we turn him loose in Can- 
ton. But we can’t help that. Our part 
of the bargain is simply to get him 
there. After that, whatever happens is 
nothing for us to be sad about.” 

“Perhaps also that is not certain,” 
objected the gloomy one. “We may 
get caught smuggling him in. If the 
Viceroy finds out we are mixed up in 
it, the end of the affair will be compli- 
cated. That Portuguese you sold the 
silk to several years ago; you know 
where that one is now, don’t you? He 
is in jail. And the fellow who brought 
him in got the piecemeal cutting. Have 
you any fear of this danger? I am 
asking you.” 


BE 
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“No fear, no fear,” laughed the Cap- 
tain. “What’s the matter with your 
heart and liver, Jade Elegance? We 
won't get caught. It will be the easiest 
two hundred piasters we ever earned.” 





A Foreign Bonze— 

Jade Elegance had a purpose in his 
objections, but he was not ready to 
disclose it. He veered off a bit. “What 
kind of a bonze is this man, anyhow? 
What does he expect to do in Canton?” 
he asked. 

“He is a bonze of the foreigners. 
They have some kind of a religion of 
their own. Didn’t you see that matshed 
on the point there, where the foreigners 
all used to go on their ritual days? 
That was supposed to be some kind 
of a temple, and this man is the head 
bonze. He wants to go to Canton to 
establish a temple there, I think. I 
doubt if he succeeds in his plan, but 
that is his affair.” 

“There are too many temples in 
Canton now,” commented Jade Ele- 
ance. “I wish I had the money my 
old dame of the inner court spent on 
Goddess of Mercy Hill, and is there 
a man child in my house yet? Build- 
ing more is foolishness. Tearing some 
down would be more advantageous.” 

“IT agree with you, old Jade,” re- 
plied the Captain. “I never saw that 
much good came from all this adoring 
of various idols. What’s that got to 
do with the spirits of our ancestors?” 

“This foreigner, though,’ he mused 
on, “is an unusual man. He cannot 
speak Chinese, but somehow he makes 
you feel as if you were an old friend. 
Such a smiling countenance! And po- 
liteness! I admit I like him. Besides, 
look at how he cured Number Six 
there,” nodding towards the cabin boy 
who was splitting firewood to keep up 
the flame under the bubbling ricepot. 

“Did you see that boy’s leg? Swollen 
up like the trunk of a tree. The scor- 
pions at Sancian are fierce. After I 
spent four silver pieces buying deer’s 
horn and tiger bone wine for the boy, 
the leg only got worse. This man 
came along and sprinkled a little water 
on it, and in the lifting of an eve it 
was all cured. How explain that? I 
tell you, that is a good man. He is 
like the holy men you read about in 
hooks, That’s the kind of a man he is.” 


INDIFFERENT TO SOULS FOR 


Jade Elegance Acts— 
The day wore on, and the junk 


bobbed on over the rippling summer 
sea. Captain Lam busied himself about 
the boat for a while, and then stretched 
out on a bamboo mat for a pleasant 
siesta. 

Jade Elegance stayed quite wide 
awake. He sought out various mem- 
bers of the crew, and communicated 
his fears to them. “It’s a crazy idea 
to go back and get this foreign priest,” 

















JADE ELEGANCE WAS A _ LONG, 

THIN CHINESE, SHARP FEATURED 

AND ASCETIC IN APPEARANCE, 

WITH A_SHARP PAIR OF EYES 
IN HIS MASKLIKE FACE 


he told them. “The chances are we'll 
all lose our heads.” 


At first the men demurred. “Pcr- 
haps, but aren’t we getting two hun- 
dres piasters for it? How about that?” 

“That’s just it,” cried Jade Elegance. 
“We've got the two hundred piasters, 
you poor simpletons. Here it is, right 
on the boat. All we have to do is to 
go home and stay home.” 


Then they understood readily enough. 
Some agreed; some shook their heads. 
“T never knew Captain Lam to go back 
on a bargain,” said the pilot, who an- 
swered to the name of Much Greatness, 
and was one of the oldest hands. “I 


doubt very much if he will be willing 
to do it.” 

“He will, if we all agree,” replied 
Jade Elegance. “Anyhow let him come 
back alone, if he wants to. Why 
should we get in a trap just to save 
his face?” 

All during the long afternoon, Jade 
Elegance talked with the men, working 
on their fears. By the time of evening 
rice, he had them pretty well converted 
to his views. The meal was a hearty 
one. When the dishes had been cleared 
away, and the men were turning to 
the finishing touches of the teapot and 
the waterpipe, Jade Elegance addressed 
the Captain. 





Captain Lam’s Word— 

“We think it is better not to come 
back for that foreign bonze.” 

“What do you say? Not come back? 
But we must come back. It is all ar- 
ranged,” replied the astonished Cap- 
tain. 

“Well, maybe it is,” said his brother- 
in-law, “but we are not obliged to come 
back.” 

“But I’ve made the bargain, I’ve 
given my word. Here is the man’s 
bargain money right on the boat now,” 
shouted the Captain vehemently. “How 
can we get around that?” 

“Easily. We'll go home, and stay 
there. Keep the bargain money. It 
is here now; we can’t take it back. 
Why worry about this foreigner? A 
bargain with him is nothing. He—” 

But that was as far as he got. The 
Captain was getting apoplectic. “Break 
the word of my front teeth?” he 
stormed. “Go back on my bargain? 
How would I ever have the face to 
command a ship again? Of course, 
we are going back. There is no need 
to talk about this. It is settled.” 


“Well,” interposed Jade Elegance 
uneasily, “the men are afraid to do it. 
I am not the only one. All of us have 
made up our minds not to take the 
Tisk,” 

“Oh, that’s it, is it?” returned the 
Captain, quieter now, but no less de- 
termined. “Well, as to that you can 
suit yourselves. But just listen to this, 
no man who is unwilling to go back 
will ever work on my ship again. I’m 
going back. If there were no Heaven 
and no earth, I'd go back. A man must 


WHOM HE DIED. 
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stick to his bargains. Besides, this for- 
eign bonze is a good man. I will keep 
my promise to him. If you men won't 
go back, I'll get another crew, that’s 
all.” 

“You won't find that so easy,” coun- 
selled his trouble-making brother-in- 
law, as the confab broke up, and the 
men went off to their various posts. 

But the Captain had had enough of 
his precious relative. “That is my 
business,” he snarled, and walked off. 





Much Greatness— 

Just the same he knew there was a 
lot of truth in that last remark. It 
was hard to get trustworthy sailors at 
any time. It was harder still to sign 
crews to trade with the foreigners at 
Sancian, for the trade was only pre- 
cariously tolerated by the provincial 
officials, who might change heart and 
make serious trouble for all concerned 
at any moment. And surely hardest 
of all would be the finding of an en- 
tirely new crew on the spur of the 
moment, to go to Sancian merely for 
a special trip, and that a highly dan- 
gerous one. But the determined little 
Captain was no borrower of trouble. 
He would wait and see what he could 
do in Canton. Meantime he walked 
his deck, and thought pleasurably of 
his home coming. 

The first few days in Canton were 
busy and happy ones, but Captain Lam 
lost little time in planning his return 
trip to Sancian. He sought out the 
members of his crew one by one, and 
found them obdurate. Jade Elegance 
had done his work well. The trading 
was over for the year, anyhow; and 
they had plenty of time to find other 
jobs. 

Of them all, only the pilot was will- 
“T've sailed with you a long 
t'me, Captain,” said Much Greatness 
simply. “Where you go, I follow.” 
This was a help, but two men cannot 
sail a junk to Sancian. The Captain 
was nonpiussed. 


ing to go. 





The Return Voyage— 

He could find no encouragement 
anywhere. Day after day he haunted 
the wharves, looking for hands, with 
no success. Weeks passed. He got 
worried. 

“That .foreigner will surely believe 
I broke my word,” he thought. “I 


HAVE 


was to go right back for him. How- 
ever, I can't keep it. I’m doing my 
best.” His jaw clamped. “If there’s 
ne other way, I'll get a small boat and 
go down with the pilot alone.” 

But all things yield to persever- 
ance. Persistent seeking finally landed 
a few sailors willing to go anywhere 
for a wage. A scratch crew was got 
together. This time they did not wait 
for the soothsayer to choose the lucky 














FR. FOTO CLIMBED TO THE SEM- 

INARY TOWER TO SECURE THIS 

STRIKING VIEW OF THE SISTERS’ 
NEW MOTHER-HOUSE 


day. The Captain had lost enough 
time. A whole month had elapsed. It 
was the first of December as the junk 
slipped its mooring and nosed out in the 
Pearl River to start on its return voy- 
age that would fulfill the bargain. 


It had turned cold. The north wind 
was blowing now. It meant a quick 
trip down, but the return would be 
correspondingly slow, tacking hack 
against it. Much Greatness stood in 
his accustomed place at the tiller, ma- 
neuvering the boat masterfully through 
the crowded upper 
reach. Apart from Number Six, the 
cabin boy, who was an orphan depend- 
ent on the Captain, the old pilot was 
the only survivor of the former crew. 
The new hands, however, seemed to 
take hold well. Captain Lam stood on 
his deck, enjoying a last look at his 
heloved City of Rams (Canton). 


corner, and 


shipping of the 


The junk turned the 


started down the lower reach that leads 
to the main current of the delta and 
the sea. 


Too Late— 

On the afternoon of the third day, 
they sighted the island. Captain Lam 
peered eagerly around as they neared 
the bay. The harbor that they had left 
full of shipping in October was com- 
paratively deserted. Only two or three 
trading junks and a few sampans hung 
about. 

“Afraid the Portuguese ships have 
all gone home,” soliloquized the Cap- 
tain. “Well, I’ve done my best. That 
foreign bonze might still be here any- 
how. He surely was anxious to make 
the trip, and he didn’t look to me like 
a man who would turn back from any- 
thing. No, there’s still one ship left. 
Make up to that foreign ship over 
there!” he called to the pilot, as the 
high poop of the Portuguese craft 
loomed up on the other side of the bay. 

It did not take Captain Lam long to 
learn what had happened. He had 
come too late after all. The foreign 
priest had died of a fever the day be- 
fore, and had been buried that very 
morning on the rocky hillside. 

“He waited a long time for you,” 
they told him. “Day after day he 
used to pace the beach, looking fer 
your sail, and hoping. We told him 
not to expect you. You might have 
been pirated on the way up or any- 
thing might have happened. But he 
would not give up hope. He said you 
made the bargain, and would surely 
come back.” 

Captain Lam was silent. “Well, I 
came back, didn’t I?” he said finally. 
“Where did you bury the man?” 

At Xavier’s Grave— 

They took him to the simple grave. 
Only a pile of rocks marked the rest- 
ing place of the man who had wanted 
so badly to penetrate to the Flowery 
Kingdom. 

Captain Lam stood and looked a min- 
ute. “Venerable foreign bonze,” he 
said, “it was not the Will of Heaven 
But I came back. Tel! the Supreme 
Ruler that Captain Lam kept his bar- 
gain.” 

And, leaving the grave of Francis 
Xavier, the sturdy little man returned 
to his ship. 


YOU SAMPLED MARYKNOLL BOOKS? 
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The Pretty Pearl 





U SEE stood downcast. 

“Father, Ling Lai Chu 
means more to me than 
daily rice, but Ling 
Hong says that to marry 
her I must have 800 
yen.” 

“Eight hundred yen!” 
exclaimed the priest. “Four hundred 
dollars!” He laid a kindly hand on 
Wu's shoulder. “Suppose I visit Ling 
Hong, Wu See?” 

See brightened. “Perhaps it will 
help, Father. But Ling Hong is no 
friend to Christians. Lai Chu’s mother 
was a Christian from another province 
and he would not let her go to church 
at all, though he has let Lai Chu go.” 

“Are there others who want to marry 
ai Chur 

“Two or three, and one can pay the 
eight hundred, Father. ‘Lai Chu’ means 
‘pretty pearl’,” the boy added, sadly, 
“and she is well-named, as only too 
many know.” 

Father Conlon came back from his 
call defeated, leaving an irate pagan 
Chinese behind him; and for days 
his chapel, his rectory and his school 
suffered many annoyances. He would 
occasionally find himself the target for 
an accurately-aimed shot of mud from 
an unseen hand, or, a particularly dis- 
cordant Chinese band would settle down 
for a Sunday morning’s gleeful work 
across the street during Mass. 











But one Sunday morning the “pretty 
pearl” did not appear at Mass. Alas, 
the “pretty pearl” was down with den- 
gue, and so was Papa Ling. Now 
dengue (pronounced den-gay) is an 
infectious fever not at all nice to have. 
One “breaks out” all over, has a high 
temperature and is out of one’s head. 
The sufferer seldom dies, but when I 
tell you that another name for it is 
“breakbone fever”, you may have some 
idea of what it feels like. 

Father Conlon rose up from _ his 
breakfast, when the news came, and 
said fervently, “My chance!” He went 
over to the convent and sent a certain 
happy-faced Sister, who was a nurse, 
to take care of the “pretty pearl’; and 
he himself packed his medical kit and 


never was a man nursed as was one 
Mass, nursing, back to 
the rectory in between times for his 


Ling Hong. 


three meals; confessions, a little sleep 
snatched now and then; and always a 
few extra moments before the Blessed 
Sacrament. The curate groaned in spirit 
and at times aloud. 











Wu Lai Chu in her bridal costume 


“Father Conlon, is it four men I 
am? Each of us has done the work 
of two men ever since we set foot in 
this pagan land. But since Ling Hong 
has had dengue, I am a four-in-hand. 
Why all the delicate attentions to Ling? 
What is it you are doing, Father?” 

And Father Conlon, weary of body 
but stout of heart, grinned. 

“Fishing, Father—for pearls. There'll 
be no selling Christains in marriage in 
this parish, if I can stop it.” 

“Oho! Sits the wind in that quarter? 
I hope you know Ling Hong has the 
name of being the stubbornest of the 
stubborn ?” 


Stubborn or no, it was a very limp, 
weak Ling Hong that lay on a clean 
mat in the sunshine outside his house- 
door while Father Conlon sat on the 
door-sill reading his breviary. Bees 
hummed and peach blossoms drifted 
across the grass. 


“What do you always read in your 
little book, Shan Foo?” 


A gleam of humor shone in the 
priest’s tired eyes, as he translated into 
the village dialect, “To my _ hearing 
Thou shalt give joy and gladness, that 
the bones which Thou hast humbled 
may rejoice.” 

“Huh!” said Ling Hong. His bones 
had been humbled! Whole minutes 
passed. Then Ling Hong spoke again. 

“Did you know, when you came to 
my house, and sent the Sister, that it 
was I who had had you harried, and 
splashed with mud—who sent the band 
on Sundays?” 

“I thought so, Ling Hong.” 

“And yet you took care of me?” 

“Vesr 

“T owe you a debt—I and my house. 
What can I give you? Perhaps—per- 
haps money? I have a little.” Close, 
careful Ling! 

Father Conlon closed his breviary. 

“I don’t want money. We need it 
but I want something else, this time. 
I am fishing for a pearl, Ling Hong!” 

Their eyes met, priest’s and pagan’s. 

“And you risked infection and death, 
for weeks, for Lai Chu to marry in 
her faith?” 

“To save her soul—yes, Ling Hong.” 

Ling groaned. But a Chinese never 
fails in gratitude. 

“Tell Wu See he can have his pretty 
pearl, Shan Foo.” 

One midsummer morning, the peach- 
blossoms gone from the trees, and the 
peach-blossom pink back in Lai Chu’s 
face, the “Pretty Pearl” in her soft 
wedding white went down the aisle and 
out the door of the mission chapel be- 
side Wu See—only she wasn’t Ling Lai 
Chu any more, she was Wu Lai Chu. 

Father Conlon turned back to kneel 
at the altar steps and offer up a thanks- 
giving to Him Whose chosen disciples 
had been called to be “fishers of men.” 


THE NOVENA OF GRACE BEGINS MARCH FOURTH 
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<TO MARYKNOLL JUNIORS|} 





STZ 






































DEAR JUNIORS: 

“Christ is risen today on high, now He lives no 
more to die.”’ 

All of you, of course, are looking forward to Easter, 
and the vacation that comes with it, but if you lived in 
China you would not be having an Easter vacation be- 
cause most of the boys and girls in China never heard 
of Easter. No--just think, they never heard about Our 
Lord dying on the cross and then rising from His grave 
on Easter Sunday. 

Remember this when you receive Holy Commun- 
ion this Easter morn, and ask Our Lord to send more 
priests and Sisters to teach these Chinese boys and girls 
about Him. 


A holy and a happy Easter to you all. 


Yours in the missions, 


ihe Chix 






































GRADE SIX B, NOTRE DAME SCHOOL, MALONE, N, Y. 


PRAY FOR MARYKNOLLERS 











JUNIOR CLUBS 


The following letter was re- 
ceived from one of our mission 
workers before Christmas; this is 
the first opportunity we have had 
to publish it. Although it is late, 
we think it shows the real Junior 
spirit too well not to print it. 

My letter is very delayed but I write 
with enthusiasm. Our club is most 
anxious to sell those little booklets. 
Please send twenty. After we sell them 
we will try to sell some more. The 
members thank you for their pins; 
they are very proud to wear them. 
We are progressing fine and saving 
for a Christmas fund. I hope we can 
huy a baby, too. Around December, 
Father, if you have any of those little 
blue spiritual bouquet slips, I hope you 
can send some to our club, so we can 
make a Christmas spiritual bouquet for 
the Child Jesus. I often remember the 
missions at Mass and pray for China. 
Please, Father, if there is any other 
kind of work that will help, please let 
me know; we need to keep all the 
members busy. I remain, 

Yours sincerely an ardent missioner, 

Anna _ Johnston, 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 





Francis Jost, Lawrence, Mass. 
tells us: 

The children in our neighbor- 
hood have formed a Maryknoll 
Junior Club. We expect to have 
a meeting on the first Friday of 
every month. We have 12 mem- 
bers and hope to have more later 
on. Our dues will be ten cents a 
month and we will send it to you 
for the Chinese missions. 


> 


NEW FRIENDS 


The ransom of a baby, “Patricia 
Teresa”, was the first missionary 
venture of Grade Six B, Notre 
Dame School, Malone, N. Y. 
Then the club sent us for Patricia 
Teresa an outfit of baby clothes, 
including bonnet, scarf and boot- 
ees, that the girls would call “just 
darling !” 


Don’t forget that good resolu- 
tion, Save stamps for Maryknoll! 
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TO MARYKNOLL JUNIORS 






































“Star light, star bright!” And 
the bright ones who solved the 
December star puzzle were: Earl 
Detert, San Diego, Calif.; Chris- 
topher Kilmer, Wellesley Hills, 
Mass.; William Peters, Bridge- 
port, Conn. 





When I asked Johnny what he 
was sending for prizes for this 
month’s puzzle, he looked wise 
and said, “Father, you'd be sur- 
prised! So’ll the Juniors!” It’s 
a good puzzle, Juniors; look it 
over and then hop to it! 








Junior News 





From our staunch friends, the 
Juniors in Holy Family Academy, 
Beaverville, Ill., comes a charm- 
ingly-designed Spiritual Bouquet 
with these generous offerings for 
Maryknoll Missions: 


10, [21S A eye eee eal: 20 
SGIINIIIONS Ac sisaice soso se atserstecs 25 
PROSAIOS tis cs eae cco nie cicjeieiare.8 sles 25 
BTGUrS Ol Silen CE: i6-<:0.0:o/0!0-0 4:0:< 2:5:61 25 
Acts: of Obedience ........05.00% 225 
PAGES HO MOHAN GY 5 syaieie ais «is <3sienecese:0i 125 
Acts of Mortification’: «..... 26:5... 125 
INVOCALIONS. ocescckasosee en ceiea Go 





A Frankfort, Kentucky, school 
Junior writes: 

Our teacher, Sister Elizabeth 
Virginia, has arranged that two 
different pupils can bring some 
candy, cake or whatever they 
wish, to sell, each morning. I 
think it is a wonderful plan, and 
we are doing fine missionary 
work. 


A HAPPY EASTER 
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First of all—put your “thinking cap” on tight—or maybe look into your 
Bible History—and find out who came to Our Lord’s tomb early in the morn- 
ing after His resurrection. Then, with your spectacles adjusted just right, 
look into the four corners of our pussle and find four symbols hidden there. 
Each corner hides some one thing symbolic of a saint present at the tomb. 








Martin Colleary of Flushing, L. I., 
gathered from his own pennies two 
whole dollars for a handful of straw 
for the Christ Child. 

THE FIELD AFAR 
ANNIVERSARY OFFER 
1907 1932 
Our Special School Rate 
25 Subscriptions 
For a School Year of Ten Months 
$15.00 


One of our Sister-teacher 
friends says: ; 

“We wish to make use of your 
offer of school rates for Tue 
Fretp Arar. / consider it an ex- 
cellent way of spreading Catholic 
literature in the home.” 


AND ALL MISSIONERS. 


TWO JUNIOR BOOKLETS 


Malee Pays 


A story of a Chinese Girl Ran- 
somed by Maryknoll Juniors. 


Valiant 
Youth 


Two boys, one Chinese, one 
American, learned that “He who 
ruleth his spirit is greater than 
he that taketh a city.” 


5e each 


Order Now —Johnny will send 
by next mail. 
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The Students’ Page 











(The letter printed below is one of a series bearing on the mission vocation. 
They were not written for publication, and identification marks have been deleted— 
but they are true stories and as such the more interesting.—Ed.) 


HOW IT CAME 


HE house of my birth was not a 

beautiful mansion—on the contrary, 
“EI” trains and trolley cars passed by 
a few feet from the street windows. 

Of the days of “happy insensibility,” 
I know very little. As I passed from 
this stage of life, I developed an un- 
paralleled love of playing cook. 

I entered the parish grammar school 
when I was six years old. My first 
day of school was accompanied, of 
course, by a great flow of tears, but 
as soon as I got used to school, I be- 
gan to like it. On entering the second 
grade, I was chosen to be an altar boy. 
Immediately, my mania for cooking 
changed into a childish delight in play- 
ing priest. My two sisters were altar 
boys, I was priest, bishop and even 
pope at the same time. 

The idea of becoming a priest seemed 
to come to me in a natural way. I 
went to the Catholic High School with 
the hope of some day entering a sem- 
inary. I wandered away from my de- 
termination only to return more con- 
vinced that I should become a priest, 
but I did not know what kind. 

I began an A. B. course at college 
under the pretext that I was going to 
become a lawyer, but this idea had no 

















THE MARVKNOLL SEMINARY 
ENTRANCE 





appeal for me. My real reason was to 
decide what kind of priest I would be. 
My two years at college were spent 
in serious thought and prayer. My 
family had been receiving Tue Fretp 
Arar for many years and at times | 
read it. Gradually I became interested 
in mission work. 

My determination was fixed when I 
read the Life of Théophane Vénard 
and The Maryknoll Movement, both 
sent to me when I sought information 
of Maryknoll, where I am today. 





THE PLAY’S THE THING 

“We have used your plays for enter- 
tainment and the result was indeed very 
pleasing. When entertainment is fur- 
nished, the students are more apt to 
attend. I would like to suggest to 
other schools where there is that great 
difficulty of bringing out all the stu- 
dents to the meetings, that they try 
putting on one of your plays, and I 
feel that there will be no more of this 
sort of trouble. Your plays are giving 
us great help in keeping together our 
mission unit.” 


The Flower of God 

The Spirit of the River 
The Feast of the Moon 
His Heart’s Desire 





INTER UNITS 

The following items have been taken 
from our correspondence. We are grate- 
ful that our mission friends have start- 
ed the year so well. 

St. Gregory’s Seminary, Cincinnati, 
Ohio, sent us an offering for Masses 
and a gift “to use as you see fit.” String- 
less gifts are always treasures because 
our needs are so many and varied. 

A friend in Corona, New York, says 
a rosary each day for the missions. 
We hope that there are many more who 
are making the missioners’ work pos- 
sible by their prayers. 

An offering for a lecture which they 
enjoyed on the feast of St. Francis 


GOD GRANT US MORE XAVIERS 


62 9Peeg- 


PES is hope; and Messis is harvest. 

This page will carry letters and items 

of news bearing on student mission-aid, 

—prayers, alms and vocations. Answers 
will be given to questions asked. 


“The hope of the harvest is in the 
seed.” If we would make United States 
Catholics mission-minded, i. e. truly Cath- 
olic, we must gain the attention of the 
youth of today. 


Xavier came from La Salette Sem- 
inary, Altamont, N. Y. They said: 

The illustrated lecture on the Vati- 
can Missionary Exposition was well 
suited to the occasion. We found it 
a very good comparative study of mis- 
sion activity. The whole personnel of 
the Seminary was present and all were 
well pleased both with the slides and 
the texts. 

St. Peter’s School, Kansas City, Mo., 
said they shall be happy to take twenty- 
five copies of THe Fietp Arar each 
month, 


From the Crib to the Cross—three 
and thirty years with not one thought 
wasted on self. 

Christ’s death on the cross gives us 
a lesson of perfect generosity. Let it 
not be in vain! 














THE 1931 OFFICERS OF THE SANC- 
TUS CAROLUS UNIT, BISHOP 
McDONNELL MEMORIAL HIGH 
SCHOOL, BROOKLYN, N. Y. 
This Unit was outstanding in mis- 
sion activity during the past year. 
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Maryknoll Sponsors 














NUMBER of Maryknoll Circles 

have held during this past winter 
season very successful card parties for 
the missions, 

Among those who thus combined a 
very enjoyable time and zeal for the 
mission cause were the Sacred Heart 
Auxiliary of St. Caroline’s Circle, 
Valley Stream, L. I.; the Maryknoll 
Club, Hamilton, Ohio; and St. Joseph 
Maria Circle, Pawtucket, R. I. 





Christmas gifts are for most of us a 
fast dimming memory, but, since we 
are obliged to go so early to press, this 
is our first opportunity to record in 
Tue Friern Arar heartfelt gratitude 
to our Circle Santa Clauses. 

Among those who added to our 
Christmas cheer by generous remem- 
brances were the following: Rev. Henry 
McGlinchey Circle, Somerville, Mass. ; 
Mt. St. Joseph Alumnac, New Britain, 
Conn.; the Leo Guild, Peabody, Mass. ; 
Good Shepherd Circle, Chelsea, Mass. ; 
Maryknoll Mission Circle, Stamford, 
Conn.; Catholic Daughters of America, 
of Greenwich, Conn.; Liberty Court, 
Catholic Daughters of America, New 
York City; St. Joseph Maria Circle, 
Pawtucket, R. I.; St. Francis Xavier 
Circle, Detroit, Mich.; Ave Maria Cir- 
cle, New York City; Maryknoll Stella 
Maris Circle, Brooklyn, N. Y.; Chi 
Rho Circle, Minneapolis, Minn.; and 
St. Francis of Assisi Circle, of San 
Francisco. 





A fine “shower” of household and 
altar linens came to our hilltop from 
the members of the Vénard Circle, of 
Mamaroneck, N. Y. 

Not content with this very convinc- 
ing proof of their mission zeal, they 
added to it a substantial check. 





Ever welcome gifts of the “String- 
less” variety have been recently re- 
ceived from St. Peter’s Circle, of New 
York City; Rev. Henry McGlinchy 
Circle, of Somerville, Mass.; and St. 
Paul’s Circle, of Milwaukee, Wis. 

The latter Circle added a generous 
supply of bed linen to their “String- 
donation. 


less 


DO YOU KNOW 


The Mission Relief, of Brooklyn, 
N. Y., St. Francis and Mary Branch, 
sent us a check for the support of a 
native seminarian, and further glad- 
dened us with the information that this 
was only part of a substantial amount 
pledged for that purpose. 





The Little Flower Circle, of Mil- 
waukee, Wis., sent Christmas checks to 





THE EXTREMES OF LIFE MEET TO 
FORM A CIRCLE IN HAKKALAND 


Town gossip has its attractions for 
the more venerable of these mem- 
bers of Msgr. Ford's flock 


all our missioners from Milwaukee, 
both Fathers and Sisters. 

Every Maryknoll missioner in Korea 
received a gift from the Jeso Shing 
Sam Circle, of Hamilton, Ohio. 

It means much to God’s laborers in 
fields afar to know that they are re- 
membered at the Christmas season by 
folks “back home’! 





The Young Ladics’ Sodality, of St. 
Augustine's Church, Newport, R. L, 
has forwarded a generous check to a 
missioner in our Kaying Prefecture 
Apostolic. 

The gift will help to provide some 
much needed catechists in that Mary- 
knoll field. 


Briefly Noted 


HE development of the Cath- 
olic University of Peking, a 
great mission venture of the 
American Benedictines in China, 
continues to be highly gratifying. 
The present enrollment of the 
University, including the Middle 
Schools, is about one thousand 


students. The University Fresh- 
men alone numbered 280 this year. 


A name connected with medi- 
cal missions for a quarter of a 
century was that of Dr. Margaret 
Lamont, whose death was report- 
ed some months ago. 

Dr. Lamont was a convert to 
the Catholic Faith, and the ambi- 
tion of her life was to make 
known the vital need in mission 
lands of Catholic medical helpers. 

From a worldly viewpoint, her 
mission was a failure, a succes- 
sion of trials, disappointments, 
disheartening experiences, illness, 
and poverty. 

Her courage and perseverance 
were heroic, and if medical mis- 
sions ever secure the recognition 
they deserve, the name of Marga- 
ret Lamont should be remem- 
bered with gratitude and _ rev- 
erence. 


Dairen in Manchuria has been 
much in the public eye lately, 
and this reminds us to correct 
some figures that appeared in a 
recent issue of Tue Fietp Arar. 

Fr. Tibesar, who is convalescent 
after a long siege of illness fol- 
lowing strenuous work in Dairen, 
writes: 

In a recent number of Tue Fretp 
Arar it was stated that “the Japanese 
population of Manchuria is 96,000 odd.” 
That is a mistake. 96,000 is the Jap- 
anese population of Dairen alone, ac- 
cording to the latest police figures. 


There is no one who appreci- 
ates more fully spiritual affiliation 
with a missionary society than a 
religious; and, as a rule, there is 
no one less likely to secure such 
an enrollment. 

Recently a priest sent to us the 
name of a venerable religious, a 
teaching Sister who has a strong 
love for the missions. With tte 
name came a request, accompanied 
by the usual offering, to make 
Sister a Perpetual Maryknoll As- 
sociate. 

This was done, and a certificate 
sent without delay, to the uncon- 
cealed joy of the beneficiary. 


THE ADVANTAGES OF OUR ANNUITY PLAN? 
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Our Daily Bread 





Holding the string attached to Fr. 
Rauschenbach’s calf at the Mary- 
knoll Mission in Tung On, South 
China, makes Harry Hong prouder 
and happier than Punch; but GIFTS 
are different. Harry Hong “has 
nothing on” the Maryknoller who 
receives @ STRINGLESS gift 


ARYKNOLL owes much to bene- 

factors who with the passing years 

have in increasing numbers remem- 

bered in their Wills this work for God 
and souls. 

The testators were, in many instan- 
ces, entirely unknown to us; and we 
often wonder how the mission mes- 
sage reached persons in some of the 
more remote sections of our great 
country. 

The sums donated to our work in 
IVills are, as a rule, not considerable; 
but they are for the most part String- 
less, and therefore a Godsend when ur- 
gent needs press from many quarters. 

Eleven Wills have matured in our 
favor last month, and we _ received 
word of a remembrance in eight others. 





What syllables sound sweeter in the 
missioner’s ears than the magic words 
Stringless Gifts? 

We have recently heard the welcome 
melody a number of times, when such 
offerings reached our hilltop from 
apostolic partners in Providence, R. I.: 
New York City; Chicago, Ill. ; Nashua, 
N. H.; Hastings, Barbados, B. W. I.; 
Boston, Mass.; Brighton, Mass.; Haw- 
thorne, N. Y.; Brooklyn, N. Y.; 
Frankford, Philadelphia, Pa.; and Ko- 


rea, 





Donations for the Support of our 


NATIVE 


Missioners, sinews of the warfare 
against paganism, came from friends 
in Newport, R. I.; St. Paul, Minn.; 


and Brighton, Mass. 





An investment in a Marykuoll An- 
nuity, providing income for time and 
cternity, was made by a mission-lover 
in Bayonne, N. J. 





A gratifying offering for the sup- 
port of a Native Catcchist, the mis- 
sioner’s right hand man in fields afar, 
came from Cleveland, Ohio. 





Our Vénard Preparatory College 
again benefited by the generosity of a 
member of the United States Hier- 
archy. 

From Los Altos, Calif., came a gift 
which will insure the erection in a 
pagan land of a Mission Chapel in 
honor of St. Francis Xavier and St. 
Francis of Assisi. 





PERPETUAL ASSOCIATES 
Living: Reverend Friends, 2; The 
McD. Family ; M. C.; M. F. and Rela- 
tives; M. V. K.; H. O. and Relatives ; 
BAC Asend Relishes $s 40. 25.2, TL. 
4. AS as 0G eG. “Sand 
Relatives; T. M. S.; Mrs. M. H. and 
Relatives; Mrs. M. D. and Relatives; 
Mrs. A. O’L. and Relatives; H. and 
S. A. LaF.; L. M. and Family; Mrs. 
M. K. and Relatives; Mrs. J. J. C. and 
Relatives; J. R. and Family; F. S. and 
Relatives; A. C.; The W. G. Family; 
J. A. C.; C. H. and Relatives; W. H. 

L. and Relatives; Mrs. F. C. H. 





Deceased: Hannah Hewitt; Mildred 
M. Monahan; Maria De Francisco; 








RIENDS indeed and in 
cca of the mission 
cause are those whosecure 
new subscribers for The 
Field Afar. 


Will youtake this means 
now of kindling in the 
heart of some friend the 
flame of mission zeal? 











Thomas Claffey; Thomas Madigan; 
Charles and Elizabeth McCarthy; 
Michael McCoy ; Hannah Clancy; Wil- 
liam P. O’Neil; Evalyn F. Doyle; 
Charles V. O’Brien; Catherine S. Egan. 





STUDENT BURSES 


A burse is a sum of money drawing 
yearly interest which is applied to the 
board, housing and education of astu- 
dent at the Maryknoll Seminary, or at 
one of its Preparatory Colleges in the 
United States. 


FOR THE MAJOR SEMINARY 
($5,000 each) 










Cc. C. W. BURSE OF THE FIVE 

WOUNDS (Reserved)......... 7$4,500.00 
Michael J. Egan Memorial Burse 4,200.00 
St. Anne Burs. e000. cceceese 4,071.83 
Kate McLaughlin Memorial Burse 4,050.00 
6. AMERORY ABUEGE 0.000.040.0000 4,046.13 
St. Francis of Assisi Burse, No. 1. 4,000.00 
Se ee esr 74,000.00 
COUPE OF AGS TUBE. ons iwinces ack ss 3,733-35 
Dunwoodie Semimary Burse....... 3,601.44 
ee | BS ONT Ee eee eer 3,000.00 
St. Vincent de Paul Burse, No. 2 3,000.00 
PURE AEROS cinic sess poss 6 2,853.30 
Bishop Molloy Burse.........-..+ 2,851.00 
Byrne Memorial Burse. «.. +. 2,800.25 
Holy Child Jesus Burse..... aati 2,751.85 
St, Michwal Burees.cccccoscocses 2,500.00 
Marywood College Burse......... 2,425.50 
Our Lady of Mt. Carmel Burse. 2,256.19 
Our Lady of Lourdes Butse..... 2,246.63 
Archbishop Ireland Burse......... 2,101.00 
Duluth Diocese Burse...........- 1,911.70 
SE; WOO MINIC TRUTBE c o.6i00n nn esccne 1,899.19 
Bernadctte of Lourdes Burse...... 1,834.75 
Our Lady of the Sacred Heart 
BATES caxenangsnsnes vosees sea a os 1,729.06 
Immaculate Conception, Patron of 

PMETION TOULGE. 600 sssutsaxesaie.s 1,461.28 
St. Agnes Baraescicscsccescicts 1,455.88 
Fr. Nummey Burse of Holy "Child 

Jesus Parish of Richmond Hill.. 1,402.55 
St, Francis Xavier Burse......... 1,387.38 
St. Francis of Assisi, No. 2 Burse 1,137.10 
St. John Baptist Burse........... 1,077.11 
Manchester Diocese Burse........ 1,000.00 
DE, BONN ALE UTBC ssc. sccses oss 919.65 
Sacred Heart Seminary Burse.... 850.00 
ee ol ee ae ee 771.65 
Children of Mary Burse ae 654.70 
Ee EMNTERCE. TUTOR. 0.0400 005625.02 650.25 
St. Bridget Burse........ eh aes 600.70 
Holy Family Burse...........+. " 576.25 
St. Joseph Burse, NO. 2542000006 551.20 
SE: JON OF AVC Burke. < o50c.00 6060s 501.61 
The Holy Name Burse........... 470.65 
St. Louis Archdiocese Burse...... 430.00 
SR oe See eee 388.25 
St. John B. de la Salle Burse..... 269.00 
AU) Sees BRO sn oc sv ass ancien 260.78 
Rev. George M. FitzGerald Burse.. . 233.00 
St. John Berchmans Burse........ 201.00 
Tesus Christ Crucified Burse...... 190.50 
Newark Diocese Burse........ aie 157.00 
SS. Peter and Paul Burse........ 150.00 
Ne Era pai 106.07 
Queen of the Rosary Burse...... 100.00 





FOR OUR PREPARATORY 
COLLEGES 


($5,000 each) 


IN HONOR OF THE SACRED 
HEARTS OF JESUS, MARY, 


AND JOSEPH BURSE....... 4,802.00 
Sacred Heart of Jesus Burse (Re- 
SOD bb b6 edb s6e ssa sence ce 4,400.00 


CATECHISTS LEAD MANY SOULS TO GOD. 
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New York, 25 Broadway, 
545 Fifth Ave. - San Fran- 
cisco, 551 Market Street-— 
Seattle, 1404 Fourth Ave. 
—Chicago, 40 North Dear- 





born Street-—Los Angeles, 
605 South Grand Avenue 
—or any Cunard Line of- 
fice. Consult your local tour- 
ist agent. He knows. 








tourist cabin. 


ORIENT 


BY N-Y: K° LINE 


When visiting your fellow missionaries and field 
workers in the Orient travel on swift new motor 
liners of the N.Y.K. Line. Every imaginable con- 
venience with far-famed courteous and personal 
attention for a quiet and comfortable voyage 
whether you go first or second class, cabin or 


From Seattle and Vancouver direct on new cabin 
and tourist cabin motor liners and from San Fran- 
cisco and Los Angeles with stop-over at Honolulu 
on splendid new motor ships with first class, 
second class, and tourist cabin. Write Dept. 42. 


N-Y:K:- LINE 


(Japan Mail) 








NRE aaa 

OG? BRSR 4d dc Giese wane aeicaets 1,851.60 
Bl. Théophane Vénard Burse..... 1,726.80 
Rt. Rev. Michael J. Hoban Me- 

WORN, PARNER, so: 0.10’ 0050.5: 436.056.6:0-6 1,231.00 
Bl. Virgin Mary Sodality Burse... 1,000.00 
St. Ashe. Burne iocs ceiscccvcacs 693.32 
SE, ALORGONS TRACK 6 6 60.9 050550 0.5 0:06 655.50 
Our Lady’s Circle Burse (Los Altos) 600.00 
Archbishop Hanna Burse (Los Altos) 444.95 
Ot PRnOMmeNG BOISE... 5 <.<2-0,- 5:0:0: 215.00 
Ven. Philippine Duchesne Burse.. 136.30 
FOL Guest Burge..o.6:0.<i06005:0 60.000 133.00 
Immaculate Conception Burse..... 119.00 
St. Margaret Mary Burse......... 112.00 





¢On hand, but not available, as at present 
interest goes to donor. 


NATIVE STUDENT BURSES 


$1,500 placed at interest will enable 
our missioners to keep one Chinese 
aspirant to the priesthood at a semi- 
nary in China. 





OUR LADY OF LOURDES 


PRIME os fare wis 6 815 Se sins 80 10:0 1,218.00 
Little. Flower: Busse. s.:s:¢ 0:66:60. 1,217.28 
SS. Ann and John Burse........ 1,200.00 
Blessed Sacrament Burse......... 1,100.00 
Mater Admirabilis Burse......... 1,083.00 
St. merase DOEKC 6 x5 os ce 3 000 900.Gu 
Mary Mother of God Burse......- 808.13 
Souls in Purgatory Burse......... 716.00 
Christ the King Burse, No. 2..... 702.00 
McQuillen-Blémer Memorial Burse 500.00 

WILL 


Marvknoll Academia Burse....... 301.60 
A ee ae eee 254.00 
PANS ECBO oes ia /ais.o ste aicheielaie wie 6m 100.00 


BLESSED ARE THE DEAD WHO 
DIE IN THE LORD 
E ask prayers for the repose 
of the souls of the following 
deceased friends of the mission 
cause: 

Rt. Rev. Msgr. Geo. Wm. Schuh- 
man; Rev. Daniel O. Sullivan, S.J.; 
Rey. Edwin J. Fields; Sister M. Law- 
erinda; M. Aloysia O’Donnell; Mrs. 
C. Delaney; Mrs. Anna Gillis; Mrs. 
Mary E. Foster; Mrs. E. Meehan; 
Ellen M. Carey; Mrs. M. Brown; Wil- 
liam Mallon; George Stuckart; Mrs. 
Kathryn Davenport; John C. McKeon; 
Mrs. R. A. Roach; Minnie Wolfer; 
Frank Cook; Mrs. J. F. Brennan; 
Catherine McCornuck; Mrs. Henrietta 
McCardy; Mrs. John Fitzgibbons; 
Mrs. T. J. Lewis; William De La Rosa; 
John Reardon; Bridget O’Keefe; Mrs. 
Wm. McBarron; Daniel Haley; Stella 
Slater; Dennis G. O’Sullivan; Mrs. 
Ellen Hubert; Helen E, Pitkin; Elsie 


Becker; Mrs. Regina Bauer; Frank 
Curran; Mrs. Maria De Francisco; 
Florence M. Floom; Frank Baker; 
Catherine McAvery; Timothy Mc- 
Grath; Mrs. F. J. Hillenbrand; Mrs. 
Margaret Melly; Eliza Kilrae; Henry 
Heide; John Gallagher; Ellen John- 
son; Celia Snyder; Bridget Loughran ; 
Cornelius Cleary; Clara Sherwin; Mrs. 
Thomas Cleary; Joseph J. O’Brien, 
M.D.; Lilly Edwards; Mary F. Leddy ; 
Catherine McNash; Mary A. Marron; 
Charlotte M. Nesfield; Anna C. Spahn; 
Mary A. Moore; Maria Armstrong; 
Mary McGrath; Catherine McKernan; 
Helen MacKenney; George Dittrich; 
Stephen McDonald; Mrs. J. Graf; T. 
F. Minogne; Florence T. Straw; Mary 
A. Shea; Thomas J. Ryan; Henry 
Hoffman; Catherine Cashin; Thomas 
Madigan; Sebastian Rothenfluch ; Dan- 
iel A. Stewart; Mrs. Alice Newton: 
Mary Wievel; Kathryn Dutzik; Mrs. 


Julia Nicholson; Mrs. FE, Gleason; 
Nora McLaughlin; Mrs. Catherine 
Cawley. 


YOU SUPPORT ONE FOR A MONTH? 
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Forget It All With A Good Book 


For long, quiet evenings at home, here are delightful companions. And you may make their 
acquaintance for a dollar, or even less. In these days of spending wisely, you can hard- 
ly do better than invest in good books. They will provide pleasure and profit, not only 
now, but on many later occasions when you will enjoy returning to their pages. 
Maryknoll books are always worthwhile, and they are brightly written and substan- 
tially made. Unless otherwise specified, they are bound in cloth and generously illus- 
trated. At present we especially recommend— 








The Maryknoll 
Movement 


“Heroic, edifying, and beautiful is 


this story. . . . Few chapters in the 
record of the Church in the United 
States are so inspiring as the ac- 
count of this movement organized 
by zealous American priests and in- 
spiring so many young men to pre- 
fer the hard and dangerous foreign 
mission field... . The book is pleas- 
antly written and avoids bombast.” 
—The Catholic Vigil. 
Bound in cloth, with 41 pages of illustra- 
tions, $1.50 postpaid. Bound in paper, 
with one illustration, 60 cents per copy; 
wo copics, $1.00, Special rates will be 
quoted for quantities, 





An American Missionary 
Fr. Judge, S.J., in Alaska, in the gold 
rush days. 


Father Price of Maryknoll 


Home missioner in the South, for- 





Field Afar Stories 


“These are highly entertaining stories 
of the foreign missions. The writers 
are missioners or others deeply im- 
bued with the spirit of religion, but 
they know how to inject entertain- 
ing flashes of humor into their 
tales. The books are worth fifty 
modern novels!” 


—St. Paul Bulletin. 


There are three independent volumes, each 
containing about 150 pages of text and 16 
illustrations. Price per volume, 85 cents, 
postpaid. Three volumes together, $2.25. 





The Martyr of Futuna 
Bl. Peter Chanel, martyred in Oce- 
ania in 1839. 

A Modern Martyr 


Bl. Theophane Venard, martyred in 
Tongking in 1861. 


AM ODERN MARTYp 





Thoughts 
From Modern Martyrs 


“Just de Bretenieres, Henry Dorie, 


and Theophane Venard were all 
young men, full of vigor of life, 
who gladly left home and country to 
preach Christ in pagan lands, know- 
ing that they were going to certain 
torture and death. The thoughts of 
such heroes are the salt and savor 
of life; they make for the spiritual 
uplift of all who read them.” 
—Calcutta Catholic Herald. 


These extracts are accompanied by bio- 
graphical sketches and portraits of the 
three missioners. Bound in cloth, 50 
cents per copy, postpaid. In paper, 35 cents 
per copy, three copies, $1.00. Special 
rates will be quoted for larger quantities. 





DOLLAR BIOGRAPHIES 


For the Faith 


Fr. Just de Bretenieres, martyred in 
Korea in 1866, 


Two Vincentian Martyrs 
Bl. Clet and Bl. Perboyre, crucified 
in China, in 1820 and 1840. 





eign missioner in China. 
: The Field Afar Office ={= 


THIS IS CHRIST'S WORLD, AND 


Maryknoll, New York 














Direct oes _— 


JAPAN 
CHINA 


Direct because straight 
across. Express because of Empress 
speed. Yokohama is only 10 days 
from Vancouver. Shanghai a short 
4 days beyond! 

Empress of Russia and Empress 
of Asia are the largest and fastest 
liners on this route. They offer new 
reduced fares! 

Want to go via Honolulu? Em- 
press of Japan, the Pacific’s largest 
and fastest liner, and her speedy 
running mate, Empress of Canada, 
take this route. The crossing is but 
3 days longer. These Empresses 
connectat Honolulu with San Fran- 
cisco and Los Angeles sailings. 

Sumptuous First Class on all Em- 
presses ...a Tourist Cabin of true 
“Empress” standard. 

All Empresses sail from Van- 
couver (where trains go to ship- 
side... baggage checked through to 
state-room) and Victoria: 

Direct Express 
Empress of Asia, Apr. 23, June 18 
Empress of Russia, Mar. 26, May 21 
Via Honolulu 
Empress of Japan, Apr. 9, June 5 
Empress of Canada, Mar. 12, May 7 

Reduced Round Trip Fares. 

Information, your agent, or Ca- 
nadian Pacific offices in New York, 
Philadelphia, Chicago, Montreal 
and 31 other cities in U. S. and Can. 


CANADIAN 
PACIFIC 





CATHOLIC WORLD ATLAS 





Containing a Geographical and Statistical Description 
with Maps of the Church, furnished with 
Historical and Ethnographical Notices 


Prepared by Command of His Holiness, Pope Pius XI 


By F. C. STREIT 


189 pages—39 maps in colors—size 1534 x 934 inches. His- 
torical Data on every Mission—latest boundary changes. Maps 
beautifully done in colors—complete index—solid binding 





Price, $12.50 





The Society for the Propagation of the Faith 
109 EAST 38th STREET 
NEW YORK, N. Y. 








SETS SETS SETS 


Bosnia, Karls, Fund: Issue —1918—3 stamps: ...ccccciccaccscececaaeees $ .10 
Bavateiany homo « SEARS) ine ccissieieascstecienisisidiaus ois. tis dloie ciate ovmere ele 10 
nl garion lO A2G 7) SUATIDS <oag5 4:0 6:2 0:4/a6, oso0ele-aie Sibie sisi win. oie Reativaxe glelats 15 
Canada, Confederation Issue—1928—5 stamps ...............cceeees 10 
hia 1929" Sih, Vet Sens Psstte——4 stam psis oa d.aieis-eiereteieie sic odiecleeiownie 1.00 
Chiitva GTO NG 9629 aaa woes cars are o prste aie ale: aiavaiaietaie olesbihhea dee Sie .20 
Belgrant Congo. 1928-—5: staninen <6 5 6 akc. caieh a esaloweceenniewes 25 


Other sets available. Write for prices 
Postage extra on orders under $.50 
MISSION STAMP BUREAU 


MARYKNOLL P. O. NEW YORK 











A REPRESENTATIVE WILL 


S your will representative of your life as a Catholic? 
If so, it contains the name of some Church activs 
ity. The present Holy Father has emphasized the fact 
that the most vital activity of the Church of Christ 
is mission work. 


Should you wish toremember in your will Marys 
knoll, the American Society for foreign missions, our 
legal title is: 

CATHOLIC FOREIGN MISSION SOCIETY OF AMERICA, INC. 





HE WANTS THE WHOLE OF IT. 


























Training “other Christs’”’ for China’s Four Hundred Millions 





HEIRS is the privilege, and theirs is the duty 
to respond to the call of the Master, Going, teach 


all nations. 
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Ours—yours too—is the privilege, and ours—yours 
too—is the duty to back them with alms, spiritual and 


material, for the battle which these soldiers of Christ 


are waging. 
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We are not depending on great offerings. The 


hearts of the rich are rarely opened to us. We want 
what comes to us from the many, gifts not made reluc- 
tantly but from the heart. 




















